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PROLOGUE, © 
Spoken by Mr. Apams. 


OW ſeldom has the Muſe, in Comick Dreſs, 
Upon 4 right Foundation ſought Succeſs ? 
Of all, who've ventur d on the Science yet, 
How few bave bit the Mark by Terence ſet, 
Like him, can make us elegantly. ſmile, 

Or charm, like Plautus, by rough Nature's Stile? 


Humour and Wit have in the Britiſh Tongue, 
From falſe Conſtructions, jarr d, and ſuffer d long; 
Each able of its ſelf, the Stage to grace, 

When, ftruck with Fuftneſs, Each aſſerts its Place. 
Some for the fir have low Buffoon' ry paſt, 
And others palm d pert Dulneſs. for the la#t. 


Whil FF thus too oft we mourn the alter'd Mien, 
And languiſh'd Beauty of the Comick Scene, 
How can the Author of the Treat to-Night 
But with a mode#t Fear your Taſte invite? 
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To Wit's true Heighth deſpoiring to attain, © 
Content, be wantons.in an humbler * % 
And caunts it wiſer not to ſoar at ul, 


Than, by aſpiring faintly, riſque à Fall. 8 


I Fools and Cheats are, by the Stage's Ks” 
Fit Subjecls for the Comick Muſe to draw, | 
Our mirtbful Author may be bold to ſay, 
With theſe Materials be bas ſtor d bis Play; 


Not monſtrous Creatures, which binſelf invents, 


But ſuch as real Life each Hour preſents; 


Of both, pat Ages plenteous Crops bave ſhewn, 


And. Ty the Hons not quite barren grown. 


On hum'rous Strokes like theſe bis Hopes depend, 
See them, and freely cenſure or commend. 
From Praiſe ſincere an bone fN Pride he draws, 


And ſcorns, from partial Friends, a brib'd Applauſe. 
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EPILOGUE, 
Spoken by Mrs. Pux DEN. 


0 UR Lott'ry's draun, — and now ye Fair and Wiſe! 


From your Deciſion 'tis, we wait our Prize : 
Applaud us if ye can; but yer be frank ; 

If ye are ſilent ; then our Lot a Blank: 

But were it ſo; tis no uncommon Fate, 

Since Life ſhews far worſe Lott ries than the State; 
Where, for one ſmiling Prize that ſtrikes our Eyes 
An Hundred mortifying Blanks ariſe, 


What Sex, what Rank, prof Non or Degree, 

But is within its ſelf a Lottery? 
How often have we ſeen va#t Buſtle + 
To run a Wild-Gooſe-Chace, or hunt a Shade? 
Ask thoſe the Queſtion, who on Marriage enter, 

They'll tell you, "tis a dark, and dang; rous Venture; 
A Game, where All gain monſt rous Odds engage, 
And Prizes are the Wonder of an Age. 


Men « 


EPILOGUE. 
Men's Cenſtancy's Lui, when they w-; 
Aud ſometimes, by your Leave, our Sex's to0, - 
Al throw themſehues on Chance in, Love who deal, P 
Each Lover's Mind's a Whim, and ev'ry Beau 6 Wheel; 
The Fair who riſques with bim, does riſque indeed, 
And only can rn 
What can we Courtiers, Prieſts or Lawyers name, 
But Lat riet? What, Phyſicians, but the ſame? 
A Lattries, where the Credulous truſt their Fate 

In Int ret 5 Healtb, Soul, Body and Eſtate. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Ferſonæ. 
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MEN; oe 


Freeman | Mr. Adams 
 Truelove Mx. Hill | 
Atall · Mr. Reynolds 

Truck (| b Mr. La . 
 Mackhazard 1 
Plowſhare Layfield 
Tim oF Mr. Giffard 
Monſieur Capreol 12 Mr. Turner. 
Commiſſioners, Blue-coat Boys, Conſtable, 
Tally-men, Stock-Jobbers, Ge. 
WOMEN. 
2 | Mrs. Turner 
Mrs. Purden 
Mes. " Matchall Mrs. Noakes 
— N * | Mrs. ort 
Fenn | Mrs. on 
Servant-Maid . - | Miſs Mann. 
Abigail Scewer | Mrs. Smith | 
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Ac r L So ENR I. 


E and Freeman. 


Tuelove U . 7 


OW much am 1 obliged to thee, deat 

Freeman, for this new Proof thy kind 
Anclinations to ſerve me? 

Freeman, 1 ſhould but ill deſerve 
the Name of Trucloves Friend, if 1 
could ſtop at any Difficulties to a his In- 
: - tefeſt{ and yet I cannot help nz heie are 


Difcultles. 2 · 
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_ . Truel..1 know there are, my Friend, but ſuch 
as I ſhall eaſily ſurmount, ſince you have made 
. yourſelf ſo ſure of Lucia to help us to counter- 
plot the Deſigns of her Mother. 

Freem. That, you know, dear Charles, was at 
firſt my only Intention of making my Addreſſes 
there ; but I have found ſuch real Merit in her, 
ſo much beyond what could be expected from 
the Daughter of ſo vile a Woman, that I am 
now downright in Love where I only meant ro 
feign it: And I have gain'd ſo much on her 
| Eſteem that I can eaſily make myſelf Maſter of 
every Secret of this damnable Confederacy a- 
gainſt you. | | 

Truel. Why Matchall and Subtile ſhould thus 
league together to undo a Man, who never did 
them Injury, is to me ſurprizing. 

Freem, It ought not to be ſo when you conſi- 
der tis their Trade to ruin Virtue. As they en- 
deavour to get the Acquaintance of every young 
Lady of Fortune, whom they fancy they may 
make a Prey of, and of every ſoft Fop, who is 
come to his Eſtate before his Underſtanding, ſo 
they carefully avoid, nay have a mortal Hatred 
to any Man who has a true Senſe of Honour, 
becauſe they're ſure he is not for their Turn, 
and would ſcorn to ſacrifice Part of theWoman's 
Fortune he loves to ſuch infamous Harpies ; for 
this is the Way that they maintain themſelves. 

Truel. Though the Pretence of going to their 
Houſes is no more than for the innocent Diver - 
ſian, as they call it, of Cards. 2... 

Freem. True, there are more ſuch Places in 
this Town, and Mrs. Matchall is not the only 
Woman, who keeps her Coach by being a Bawd - 


in a genteel Way. ct 
: Trueh, But 
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' Truel. But do you think it poſſible for her to 
have the Impudence to attempt to impole her 
Booby Son upon a Woman of Sylvia's Wit and 
Merit ? 1 N ES. 
Freem. As for the Impudence of the old Wo- 
man, that's out of all Diſpute, and for her Son 
Tim, he thinks his own Wit and Merit equal to 
any Body's. He is, indeed, as ſhe has dreſs'd, 
and inſtructed him, a moſt extraordinary Crea- 
ture! a perfect Prodigy, not of Nature's but his 
Mother's Formation. Fe 

Truel. An aukward Boy kept all his Time at a 
little Country Boarding-School, for Fear of diſ- 
gracing his Family, and then ſent for to Town 
to be made a fine Gentleman of on a ſudden, 
muſt be a very diverting Figure. But of what 
Uſe is Subtile io be to them in their Schemes? 

Freem. Of as much Uſe, as her preſent ill 
Circumſtances, and the Hopes of a future Re- 
ward, can make her: There is no Villany ſhe 
will not comply with, and no Scandal ſhe is 
aſhamed of. | „ 

Truel. Freeman, I {corn their dirty Stratagems, 
and ſhould believe that the Woman I made my 
Addreſſes to would think me deſerving her Con- 
- tempt, ſhould I make Uſe of ſo mean Inſtru- 
ments to gain her Eſteem. 

Freem. Has Sylvia yet taken any kinder Reſo- 
lution than that of making hetſelf a Stranger 
to the Town this Winter, as ſhe threaten'd you 
in her Letter ſome Time ago? 

Truel, Whatever ſhe might threaten to mor- 
tify a Lover's Hopes, I have Reaſon to think ſhe 
has yet too much of her Sex in her to ſtint any 
of her own Pleaſures to gain that Point. Nay, 
J have been inform'd that ſhe is expected to 

| 2 Town 


Tovn this Evening, whither ſhe comes through 
her impatient Curioſity to learn the Fate of ſome 
[Tickets ſhe has in the Lottery, which you know 
began drawing yeſterday. x 937 
Freem. Then it will be requiſite that you 
ſhould loſe no Time to defend yourſelf againſt 
the Artifices of the Enemy, who will crowd 
about her theMinuteof her Arrival, like ſo many 
Few-Stock-Jobbers about a young Heir at his firſt 
coming into *Change-Aley ; and I am afraid 1 
even now waſte Time that I could employ ro 
.your Advantage; for Lucia at this Inſtant ex- 
peas me to attend her by her own Appoint= 
ment. | 
Truel. To-morrow then we'll meet as early as 
pollible in the City, 
Freem, Agreed, | | 
n [ Truelove goes out. 


Enter Lucia, 


Tuc. 8o, Mr. Freeman, what Opinion am I to 

fuppoſe you will entertain of a Miſtreſs, who 
reproaches you no otherwiſe for the Breach of 
an Appointment, than by ſhewing you ſhe's re- 
ſolved not to be diſappointed. 

Freem. I know my dear. Lucia cannot be too 
rigorous in puniſhing ſo ſlight an Offence in the 
Man ſhe loves. „ e 

Luc. The Man ſhe loves ! That's ſpoke with an 
admifable Aſſurance truly. But how are you 
ſure ſhe would not puniſh you, if ſhe had it in 
her Power, or that you are really the Man ſhe 
oves : 

f Freem. Whether it be ſo, or not, I'm reſolvd 
19 think ſo, and then I'm ſure you can't blame 
| | me 
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me for being willing to conſtrue every Thing as 


a Mark of , Kindneſs from the Woman I love. 


Luc. So ſtrong an Opinion of your own Merit, 
and ſo ready a Belief of a Woman's Condeſcen- 
ſion, may perhaps, in the End, deceive a Man as 
expert in the Affairs of Gallantry as Mr. Free- 
Freem. I hope, Madam, you do not attempt 
to rally me into a real Suſpicion of your Cru- 
elty. ; | $f | 
Luc. If I did, Sir, it is no more than you de- 
ſerve for triumphing before you are ſecure of the 


Victory; but I am afraid my Indiſcretion has 


already given you Promiſe enough of Succeſs to 
Juſtify this Indifference to me. ¶ ſeems. to weep, 
Freem. Come, come, my lovely Charmer, the 
Minutes Love affords us are too precious to be 
waſted thus in Jealouſies and Tears, Put on a 
more familiar Countenance, let us look as chear- 
fully as if the God of Love himſelf was preſent, 
and be more generous than to give Torture to a 
Man, who can feel none fo great as any Thing 
that cauſes your Diſquier, | 
Luc. If the 2 of your Heart did but 
anſwer to the Complaiſance of your Tongue, I 
might then truſt myſelf to hear you on. 
- Freem. My Angel, now you are too kind, my 
Heart, my Tongue, my Soul, are all at your 
Devotion, Come, prithee, give me a little of 
thy wonted Pleaſantry upon thy old Mother's 
litical Management: Say, is ſhe ſtill as inve- 
terate in keeping my Friend Truelove and his 


_ Miſtreſs aſunder, as ſhe is liberal in promiſing to 


bring ſome others rogether ? 

Luc. What, then you would have me give 

you à Proof of my Love by a Breach of my 
| Duty: 
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Duty : Not that I think my Mother's unac-. 
countable Conduct ought to be the greateſt Tic 
upon me. . 

Freem. Then tell me whether the Confederacy 
againſt Truelove's honeſt Pretenſions to Sylvia be 
as formidable as ever, or, whether there are any 
new Allies, beſides thy Mother, Mrs. Subtile, and 

her Gang? BS | 
Luc. No, No, they are well enough ſatisfied of 
their own Strength without calling in any Au- 
xiliaries, except her Maid, who is to have a Share 
with them in the Diſpoſal of her. Laſt Night 
the Affair was ſettled in Council about marrying 
Col. Fitzlackland to the Counteſs of Silverton, for 
which End the Colonel has loſt Ten Guineas a- 
Night for this Fortnight to my Mother and Mrs. 
Subtile at Ombre, and this Morning they are to 
have a grand Conſultation upon the News of 
Sylvia's being ſuddenly expected in Town, the 
Reſult of which I may, perhaps, be berter able 
to acquaint you with To-morrow, | 

Freem. Let me kiſs my Thanks to thee, my 
adorable Creature, for this new Proof of thy 
Freedom and good Humour. | kiſſing ber. 
Luc. Well, let me go, for if I'm not at home 
before my Mother enters upon Buſineſs, ſhe'll 
ſay I put a Stop to the whole Machine of her 
Affairs. | OY 

Freem. 1 dare ſay, at this Female Council, half 
the Fortune-hunters in Town are not to have an 
Audience, e wt | 
Luc. You don't intend to make one of the 
Number, Sir? 

Frcem. No, my Dear, thou art all the good, 
Fortune I deſire, and if I can obtain thy = 
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ſent, I ſhall hardly apply myſelf to thy Mother 
for her's. 3 

Luc. No, you'll have no Need; but don't 
reckon yourſelf too ſure neither, for I ſhall ex- 
& more Services from you before I with 


it than I have Time to number at preſent. And 
ſo adieu. { Lucia goes out. 


Freeman clus. 


Let me die now, if this Girl has not ſome- 
thing in her Air and Behaviour, that engages be- 
yond what I have ever met with before, or 
could be expected from her Birth and Educati- 
on. She has ſo much Innocence, Sweetneſs and 
Good- Nature, that twould be Pity to wrong 
her. But, Pox of theſe grave Reflections, leave 
them to another Time, My Courtſhip, which 
was at firſt but feigned, has ſucceeded with her 
to ſerve me in my Promiſes to Truelove : That is 
the Point I am to manage firſt, let other Affairs 
employ my ſecond Thoughts. L goes out. 


SCENE 
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S880 ENR II. 
Mrs. Matchall's Houſe. 
. Matchall ſola 

| Whither can Lucia be gone this Morning, 1 
wonder ? ——'Tis. ſtrange the ſhould leave me 
alone when ſhe knows I have ſo much Buſineſs 
upon, my Hands, and am as much ſollicited as 
a 'new: Favourite at Court. There has No- 
body been yet to find out the Brigadier, and tell 
him he muſt come to Quadrille to- Night with 
my Lady Long for's and her two Daughters. Poor 
oiman ! She fancies he's in Love with her, but 
ſhe might ſend often enough before he would 
come, if her youngeſt Daughter was not one of 
the Party. Next, let me conſider how I ſhall - 
manage old Atal] ; bur I fear there's but little to 


be made of ſuch a Miſer. As I live, here he 
comes. | 


Enter Atall. 


An Your Servant, good Mrs. Matchall, you ſee 
your good Humour and generous Offices have 

retain'd me for a conſtant Viſitor. 
Mat. You do me a great deal of Pleaſure; good 
cn but I am in ſuch a Diſor- 
er. | 
At. No Apology for that, I beſeech you, Ma- 
dam, your diverting Company will make ſuffi- 
| Ctent 
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cient Amends for any Dildeder's in your apr 
ment. 

Ae. You are abindamiy, genitcel in every 

| Thing you ſay or do, and I hope I ſhall be better 

able to ſhew the Veneration I have for you in 4 

little Time; for Sylvia, the young Lady I rold 

nh ky ap for you, | i expected in 
r t 

At. That is very agreeable Newsin goodTruth, 
To-Night lay you? 

Mat. This — Night, sir, ol ſhe's the pret- 
tieſt, ſofreſt, bewitching Creature; by the two 
black Aces, I ſwear your Heart will be burnt do 
hs Cinder 1 Minute Er- ſet your Eyes upon 
Ar./1 am raviſhed, tranſponted, wy Heart , 
22 in Mawes by the dear Idea you give me 


[> Mat... Then ſhe has fath a pretty pouting Lips 
ſuch a Larguiſhment in her At ſuch. 3 
dimp led Chin, ſuch a- 

EA Bur has ſhe really the Fortune that Repart 
fays ſhe has 

Mar. Such a charming Li Liſp when ſhe {peas 
fuch an Innocence in her Smi chat an Hermit 
might fall in Love with her. 

At. You have: ſatisfied me enough df, the 
perfections of her Perſon, let me now he con- 
vinced of the Beauty of her Eſtate: With Twenty 
nn a Malotto would be an Angel 
fo. me. „ot 
A. All in good Time, you ſhall know: both 
the 4 75 r Eſtate, if you will gs my 


2181 914128 Amen 
l 6 Dit 
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A. But is that Mr. Trvelave di from 
bis Pretenſions to her? He is a fine Gent] 

chey ſay, 2 Beau, and will prove a formidabl 
Rival, I fear, to à Man who aſſects only a plain 
Dreſs as I do; dut then you muſt make her ſen» 
Able, that the I put no Gold or Silver upon my 
Back, 1 have it hoarded in my Coffer, whillt his, 


it ma) be, are em r 


neraſly as empty 
Mat. O never fear him, — I undertake an 
Afar, I don't uſe to miſcarrx. 
At. I need not oils your Diligence, by a by a 
Repetition of my Promiſe of a Tho 
on the Day of our Marriage. Whicn I debgn 
to bite you of by the Bye. Cafe. 
Mat. Oh | dear Mr. Atall, can you think 1 
. To ſhew-you now what's 
& I have for you, I have — this 
Miba for half what I would hare emanded 
= py b 8 .of- Principle 
At. I doubt not- of your generous 
dear Mrs. Mare ha il, nor would: I prove! ungrateful 


to a Friend that ſerves me: Let me deſire you nat 


to be aſſronted, if j beg your Acceptance of this 
Ticket in — * * Which was drawn Tio 
Blank yeſterday. (fide. wait 3 you 
Morrow 'to'know: your Succeſs. : 

Mar, Well, L vo) you are the mot uneivil 
civil Gentleman to force your Favours upon one 
thus, but they ſuall nos be loſt upon your humble 
Servant, I aſſure you, Sir; To- morrow, I hope, 
all have it in iy Power to wiſh you, upon 
a u Proſpe@ of Syvia's being yburs; til whed; 
171 your Heart in as | 155 Torture as + uf 

vl 
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. Tl thats an eee Mrs, un-. 


ORE it is 3 4 how 8 for 
e — by well mgnag 


Bulk 


timacy with a 


t as 
| pets Nomberof eee for my So 
I if 1 had actually the Diſpoſal of her. | 


Ticket, who knows but my Stars may rack 
it up | the great Prize. 0 ani 1 * 


Enter Lucia. 


Look you, Child, this will never do, Wi 
the Burthen of the Day upon me, I'm quite tir'd 
with anſwering Letters r * ſo many 
Diſappointments,— and ſo many Duns, — 


there will be No-body a 5 ro-Night, * 
ed to haye paid the Burcher's Bil ppt 


| * 
2 


x fawn. 3 unleſs. I am ſure Sir Sampſon will be 
here, and then Poop endeavour to flip out. 


A box of theſe People of Quality, on 
ſo gc in 1 Intrigues, that tt they e 


a 2 ge and 125 Ae be, IP . Heres 


ami 7 Flropy d me ; they got acquainted h 
Huber now they meer privatel A ight * 1 
lliner's in Covent- Garden. Ul ne Bir 
| rey: — eva yes 
l L muſt endeayour to make m 
gut of Sylvia's Folie, and e dg to 
| 7 


82 ; 


e Box-Money ; My Lady Dutcheſs has feht to 


— — 
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ſecure her perſon for your Brother Tim, yet I 
muſt make ſome other Fools pay for the Charge 
of equipping him. I've enough to do to keep up 

y own Figure, and he might have ſtaid at the 
Bo arding-School for ever, if I had not had _ 
proſpect of advancing him. 

Luc. But, Madam, he knows ſa little of ; t 
World, and makes ſo ſtrange a Figure, I'm afraid 
ſhe'll neyer be perſuaded to like him. 

Mat. O don't you fear, Ill make her like him 
the better for his Ignorance. 

Luc. That's very odd. 

Mat, But what concerns me "moſt is, that IT 

ant be ſure Mrs, Subtile is ſtaunch in our Inte- 
reſt; and Sylvia's lodging in her Houſe will of 


me greaf deal 26 Trouble, if ke ſhquld be 
jo us. | 
tt " Eater Subtile, = 

Mrs. Subrile, I was juſt ſaying to my Daugh- 
1 15. a Happlaeb i is, ok, a gh: 
55 a Dog is ſure one may confide in, as can 


585 That as you fay, Child, is a Happinefs, 
doe often do be met with, for we live in a trea- 
hexous, * an ungrateful World; how many 
x ons have You! and I been u eful too in our 

(IN 'thar, as ſoon as their Tui were ſerv'd, 
1 80 ot Care if we had been both at the Devil. 
Pa, * to Mr. Timothy's Amour with Sylvia, II 
ertake to forward that. but I would 


Tan Know what ſuch a Picce : of Service will be 

orch 

Mat. Worth ! Why do you, Mrs, Subtile, talk 

of. char! When have let you into a Shale of 
Ten 
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Ten Guineas a- Night out of Colonel Firzlack- 
86d BG Ot 1 ee 
Sub. And have not I been proffer'd Five Hun- 
dred Pounds, out of her Fortune, oy an Iriſh Ma- 
Jar?. Has not à Scots Baronet atfer'd , tq-\mack it 
with me? And. ſhall I give them both up or 
the Sake of Tim, and you talk of ſuch a Trifle 


eces at Ombre? Come, come, Mrs. Matchall, 
hink better, you know the Intereſt I have in 
ner. | £9 HD 
Mat. Nay, as to that Matter, Mrs. Subtile, I 
may Pay, perhaps, as well as another; all the 
World knows 1 am generous enough, when L 
have it in my Power. "_ n 


Sub. And all the World knows that Profit. is 


my principle. Do you behave,'as you oughr to 
do, and Tim ſhall de the Man; Tables . 
upon Honour, Worth, Truth, Sincerity, and ſuch 
Stuff, but we'll arm Dm with more powerful 
Weapons. He ſhall ſing, and dance, and ſwear 
* thoſe will go a. great Way; but then his Red 
Feather, and his Clock d Stockings, with alittle 
of his Mother's Aſſurance, and my Aſſiſtance, ſhall 
make him irreſſiſtible. Sad 3" be | 
Mat. Now, my dear Friend, you' revive me. 
The Tea · Table expedts us, and there we'll conſult 
farther, and, though Mr. Truelove has got a fmall 
Footing in Sylvia's Affections, we'll try if two 
ſuch Women as us, with Cunning and Aftifice, 
can't be too many for one Man with only bare 
Honour and Honeſty. - . - [They go out. 


: Enter. 


7 helping me to bubble a Man out of a few 
10 


— 
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Euter Tim dreſ#'d aukwardly,-and 


Cap. Come, Maitre Th, you kndw dat your - 
Modes have a hire me to make a de fine SHemłe- 
man of.you. Now let a me fee, how yo 8 
have yourſelf. (leafs hm about au pla i) 
fee! how you hang à your Arms, you muſt no 
ſtoop a de Shoulder, now make a de Bow ; hah 
—hah,— dus and dus. _ [bowhip, 

Tim. mimicking. ] Look you there, want that 
right now, Monſeer? 5 1 

Cap. O fee! you no turn out your Toe, you 
no turn out your Toe. N 

Tim. Yaw turn out your Toe, fo 1 do turn out 
my Toes, but you're always finding Fault when 

A * Occaſion : With your damn d ugly 
Cap. Ver well, ver well, you abuſe a me, take 

Tate "__ 
ou 


2 dat and dat. a [fr 
Tim, I won't be ſtruck, I won't be Itruc 
+ Lanthorn-jaw'd, Tallow- Face Dog. Make 
me your Match, and I'll box you; One Hand, 
ſecond with bon. IOW 


Enter Mrs. Matchall. _ 


Mat. Hey dey! What's the Matter here? 

Nm. Matter! Why, what do you bring this 
| Monlecr Necr-a-Shirt to beat and e me 
or 

Mat. Beat Thee! Tim, No, I hope not. Why, 

Monſieur, you miſtake the Matter; * 7 
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Englſk are fond of your Airs and Specs, 
don't imagine that we'll ever fuſſer the French 
beat us, much leſs pay them to do it. 


- Cap, But Madam, why do he call a de N 
and ho mind 4 1 Tino of de Maitre 1 


ede am Atte hell, I can make! ade fine 


kum, alf he no 4 . n 

Ea * 

W why, that true, How dye think ro 
be a fine Gentleman, if you u don t mind Monſieur 
Cape? r zi Khan | 

Tim. Don't be bear then, fo L wont. 

Ant. Don't cry, Tim, tis all for thy. own 
Good, Child; come, be a good Boy, 5 mind 
what Mgnſieur you to you, do Child, 
hen; you.ſhull, g9 to. the Beggars Opera, and 


Polly Peachum. 


N. Na, 1 rather go .o Mr. Pig's and fee- 


| the Prize: Fighter. 

Mat. This Boy will never make a Beau, why 

arg If you've a Mind parte very Sight ofa 
ready to oon A at t very A 

naked Sword. + vil Tas vg 

Nm. Bcod, 1 can't help that, but 1 never 

laugh'd fo heartily i in all my Lif 7. 281 did there 

once 10 ee s '9 Ear'cur off. 

the Rultick! How ſhall we ever 

Form im into any Wag Well, if i 


mind Nonteor 


ſce tlie Pri 


Tim. Why, 


* p o 
TE. Ih; 


den 8 oſtruRions, you ſhalt 
were da Ter pou ml, ee TOs en 
erice Mal 
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Tim. Why; ſo I would, if yu didn'e ſnubb 4 
Body ſo. * there now, hah - hah 
„2409 01. * oy 2391 1% 111i] howinge 
Mat. 1 hink charvs! not much amiſs, if we 
could bur ſoſten his Tread, and the Tone of his 
Voice à little, 1 don't think this great Fortune, 
Mr. Caperevly could reſiſt him. There's a Leg and 
Foot; there's a Lip, there's an Eye, man a: Pur 

of broad Shoulders. f 

Tim. Prithee, hold your pating, Mather. , 4 80 
Mat. There's Modeſty, he can't bear to hear 
himſelf SOmMendedrorioorr: poor Rogue: 
* | [Chucks him ander the Chin: 


22 phaw, you're: the filliefold al: 

| Mat. Why, how now, you ill-begotten, im- 
7 young Booby ! b ou don't Irre | 

o you | 

T_ Don't you make a Body attiames thee: 

Cap. O fee, Maitre Tim, you a buſe your Mo- 
ety and binder a my Tide. Servitxur, ”—_ 
41, (An. 

"Aa O good Mondeur,. fray: a Little, - 

" Cap. No, Madam, my Time is come. en 
engaged this Evening ta ait upon Mad moiſelle 
la Hone. — i viii wag e due 

Mat, Who! $ that Monſi leut? 32/4) 

22 'Tis,one Merchant - Ba ber's $ Daughter in 

Mud Row 14 ben, my Ver go0d dein 
adam. 

""Atat, Well then, we will detain you ho longer 
now. 

Cop, Servireur, Madam] Serviteur, Maſtre Tu. 


Mat: You 
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Mat, You fee, Child, 155 — put IS f 
to for thy Benefit; therefore do thy beſt ro an- 


er my 5 This, eu! is 12 ——_— 
Vay to Pre! rmentc. 


| While j by Law, « veakrh 1 Fre, 
| And ſome, by Gaſpel, trudge in tarter d Crape ; 
Whilt Wits, for Fame, hard Pennance andergo; 


And Soldiers Hunger find their fierteſt Foe ; 
An Hit in Love ſhall, in an Inſtant, fix 


The re ds bit Codeh and Si, 


End of the Firſt A G T. 
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. L | a * pw " : 1 
if 10 TTERT. 
2 23K. 5 j ? : t 0 5 7 P p * 
7” x Witty , 4 
, . v A a "AF © x Ba. - 4 


ON 


Change- Alley. 8 


[A ronfuſed Rout, crying Tickets, 
Tickets, Lottery-Tickets, India, 
South Sea Bonds, Horſes for a 
Day, Tickets I buy, I ſell Lot- 
tery-Tickets, Sc. Truck among 

the Crowd. | | 


Enter Plowſhare. 


Pho. AUNS | Whit Ding here! Harkee 
Y Frierid, Ho for is this from Bedlam, 

I pray yeuy 2 hn $5 "I 3 
Truck. A great Wap ce, though t 
are pretty near In Münters, Tiend. There is 
only this Difference berween the two Places, that 
here, in Change- Alley, Folls ran mad by Choice, 
and there becauſe they can't help it. 

Plow. Worſe Luck! Worſe Luck! Then theſe 
are all mad Folks, | 

Truck. No, there are ſome Knaves among 
them; but they are generally Great Men, who 
ſet the reſt together by the Ears, and then run 
away with what they are contending about. 


„ COMEPY-. 1 
2 my are you Ap tg. s hand 
one delle fou we pn mad l the Coe 


try. ö In! DIE 
Plow. No, we, Lord bop ws, we have nor Wis 


2 8 mag, net __y 
d 
1 er, t Wen he 7 10 155 ok 


left in the Nation to make WEE: * | 

Truck. 2 kum ii Lottery, 26 N15 wa 
every one, Who ventures Ten Pound 
of Twenty Thoufand. TOW" 


22 Bleſs us, there's Prof 14 Shop would 2 
rudge almoſt to Rick 
wall 7 one could be ure e a b 90 T. 


Tucl. Nay, 8 2. Man cannot be 155 Gunten 
as Times go; there are a 925 es in 
Town, and none greater t 1 
2 Very likely, I have been d f.  be- 


Track. But look ye, Friend, if yon neue 
40 buy à Ticker, cle your Man, and AN 
you, under the Role, in all the Au, —— could 
nork have found hooker . rf m tyou 
moo! par tell Any-b or 1 1 
Jeſt of the Place, if it = known. | 
day you ſo———bur lager | 
"rw. before I truſt you.” Dow —＋ 
Ad pray's Fab 1 max theP e of 
that ſame Ticke 
 Trach, — eee ne that I — 
to make a Friend of, therefore I'll uſe you well, 
you ſhall have ir for * pounds and à Crown; 
, 1 ay 


Ir is à Prize? © 


„ LIOfCeny, . 
and to ſhew you, you can be no Loſer by it. 


ihere's not à Jeu, but would give you within 


| : Trifle of Ten Pounds for it again. Only d'you 
lee; 


ſhall expect a Bond for half, if it comes up 
Phu. If! What do you talk to me of If s 
r! 1 muſt be certain, mun——— are you fure 
Track. Why, do you think I would offer it 
fo you now, if 1 was not ſure? © * 17 85 
Plow, Why, to tell you the Truth, I come 
ta Town an Purpoſe to put into the Lottery ; 
but, Wauns, I am afraid to meddle with 
t, wnlefs 1 pohld be. ſure of a Prize: Nay, be- 
een Friends, I would feign have the Great 
: 4 Bf... PRRSAIT NS Reta 
"Truck. What think you then of going to ad- 
yiſe with ſome'Cunning-man about the Choice 
of a Ticker? Here's a very famous Fellow, at 
the Sign of the Sheers in Moor-Fields, a Dute 
n, Mynheer Bamſhamandly, who help'd ſever 
| — 10 Prizes in the laſt Lottery; he's a 
gies er Comurer' than Doctor Fayſtus br Friar ' 
acon, Hel tell you your Name at firſt Sight, 
apd whether ycur Wife be with Child, or ho, 
and who got it, better than ſne can herſelf, 


perhaps. +1. | K 
Plow, —_— ſuppoſe he's not to be 
ſeen but at Midnight. _ 2 LO 


« 


' Truck, At any Time, at any Time, but about 
an Hour hence is the Time when he is moſt at 
eiſure, if you pleaſe, I'll ſend one with you tq 
new you his Houſe, Sn 


' | Plow. 


BF 
i 
a 
p | 
, 
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Plow. There's no Occaſion, I thank you, Sir, 
but when I have been with him, and he has 
told me what to buy, - 1-had-as lieve lay out 


Tcl. One Thing more, be ſure you take ſome 


Book of Devotion in your Pocket, for Fear of 


the worſt, 14249. 

Plow. I don't fear him, let him raiſe all his 
Devils, ſo my Wife be not among them, for 
ſhe's the only Fiend I ever feat d. Well, I thank 
you, Sir, for your Kindneſs, I'll but ſtep to our 
Carrier, and then to the Conjurer's. | goes out. 

Truck, Well, I'll go home, and be in readi- 
neſs to receive him, I ſhall have more Viſiters 
upon the ſame Account, 1 and ſo, by 
the Help of my double Profeſſion, ſhall be abl 


— 93 * * 
436 


to out-trick any of my Brother Stock Jobbers, 


which is no ſmall Merit in a ebange- Alen Sharper, 
8 TA we 01) - [ goes out, 
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e 


— 


Scans II. 
Euter Jenny, Tim following. 


Tim, Hiſt, ; ny Fenny. FP Þ 
Fen, Would you have any thing with me, 
Mr. Timothy ? | | | 
Tim. How can you ſhun a Body fo, when 
ou:know I love you ; why, you take no more 
atice of me in all theſe fine Cloaths, than 
you uſed to do when I firſt came to Town in 


my own lank Red Hair, and Brown Fuſtian - 


Frock. - | 
Fen, Even in that Dreſs, Mr. Tims by, always 

thought you agreeable; but what of that 

you're placed in a Speer above me. | 


Tim, I don't know what =_ mean by — 2 
but 1 love you, skin me, if I don't, you little 
Rogue you. | 

en. Ay, all you fine Gentlemen love to 
make _ of the Torments of us poor Wo- 
men, who are unfortunate enough to be ſmitten 
by you. ! 8 
Dm. Gadzooks, tis I that am ſmitten, Huſ- 


ſy, and the fine Speech that my Mother has 


been 
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ning down, for me to make to the 
ortune, when I ſee her, I think, 1 


* 


been 
eat 

| could 
Jenny. 


MADAM, 3 

V OU are the Map of Beauty, Light 
does not proceed more naturally from 

the Sun, Heat from the Fire, nor Dark- 

weſt from' the deep Caverns of the Earth, 


than Life or Death where Tou are pleas d 


t0 aſſign it. 


Fen. Lord! How can you jeer a ſo? 


No, Mr. Timothy; 1 know what you'd be at, 
but 1 hope I ſhall always keep my Vare 
tue. "ID 
Ni. I hope ſo too, my dear little Pigs- 
en, How can that be, when you pretend 
to me, and are going to be married to 
Madam Sylvia? I wiſh I had never ſeen your 
Face, I'm ſure, I might then have never known 
what it is to love, or to deſpair, — 


Tim. Godsbodlikins, why, you filly Jade, I 
tell yon, I won't marry Sylvia, let my Mother 
do her worſt————no, Jemy, you ſhan't find me 
falſe-hearted. , 

Fen. Were I ſure of that, I would not ch 


Conditions with the Empreſs of Spain, or the 


thy, 


ſpeak with a better Will to my dear 
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thy, you ate all the Wealth and Happineſs that 1 
ever deſite to poſſeſs. RT ny 
Tm. Well, ſay no more, I'm all thy own. 
Get you in, Huſſey, and keep your own Coun- 

| ſel, and you ſhall find your Timothy true till 
Death. | f 

Fen. O ſweet ſounding Words, Muſick to 
charm the raviſh'd Ear My Timothy is true; 
repeat it Winds; ye faithful Echoes catch the 
Sound, and tell the liſtening Woods, my Time- 
thy is true. | 

Tim. That's out of ſome Play-Book now, I 
ſuppoſe, Faith, I fancy you'd make a good 
Actreſs; Fehn), and when we are married, if 
my Mother ſhould turn us our of Doors, we'll 
c'en go a-ſtrolling together. O! 1 have acted 
once in a Show, in the Country, mun ; 'twas 
the Creation of the World, and I walk'd croſs the 

Stage, for Adam, going to be created, 


Fen. Thro' Woods and Deſarts, if you lead the Way, 
Thro' Woods and Deſarts, with my Tim I'd ſtrays 


for bens [Thy go ont: 


SCENE 
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Sylvia ind Flor. 


8 0 wy dear Bo, cdi had + Wb 
In the Country; for ever lived in peaceful $qli- 
tude! Unhappy Si Why are thy Thoughts | 
thus perplex d about this Truglove? Is it my Re- 
gard for his Profeſſions of Love to me, that 
makes me ſo unwilling to believe the Thouſand | 
Reports that conſpire to blacken him? n it 
pity to his Youth and the Tendexnefs, of his pa- 
ſion, that makes me thus take his Part againſt 
my own Quiet ? 

Flor. Nay, Madam, frag all * Reſoluriond 
you made in the Country, if you begin to return 
to that Eaſineſs of which he has taken ſuch an 


Advantage, twere better indeed that you had 
continu d there, 

Fl. 1 perceive he has Enemies enough to en · 
counter, if he really loves me, without my 
Frowns. 

Fr. I and ſorry, Madam, that my  hegatd to 
Jour Happineſs, mould be ie pc by you L, 
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my Diſadvantage. Mr. Truelove, Lam ſure, does 
not want Art enough to make Every-body ap- 
pear difagreeable to you,” who thwarts his Pres 
tenſions. But here comes Mts, Matchall, who is 
perfectly acquainted with him and his Deſigns, 
und can give you the beſt Account of them. 


Khor Mrs. Matchall. 


Mat. My dear Sylvia, how am't rejoiced to ſee 
you ſafely arrived in Town, by my Troth, 'tis 
Pity ſuch a fine young Lady with ſo much 
Wealth and Beauty ſhould be buried alive fo 
long in an old Manſion-Houſe in the Country, 
where you have no Diverſion, J ſuppoſe, but in 
railing of Paſte, and making of Patchwork; and 
no Converſation but with your Maid, your old 
Aunt, and the Parſon, who comes, as uſual, for 
the Sake of your Soul, and your Wine, and 
preaches over his Bottle, ſo long, againſt the 


Voices of the Town, that he is e home 


drunk every Night to Bed. 


Si. 'Tis true, Mrs. Matchall, we don't pretend 
to ſo much Gayety and Splendor in the Coun. 

try, but we have that Peace of Mind, which is 
not always found in 9 and gilded 
Equipages. 

Mat. Ay, bur, my Dear, what fignifies Peace, 
when the main Buſineſs of Life ſtands ſill; what. 
ever you may talk of Quiet and Serenity, it is 

but Stupidity or Dulneſs at beſt, ro live coop'd | 
up 
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up without the Conyerſation of the pther Sex; 
and, if you. are not-ſcandalized, tis that very 


Buſineſs you are come to Town about. 

Sl. What d'you mean? | 

Mat. I mean that, that vain Coxcomb Truelove, 
has toaſted in a certain Place, That Sylvia, poor 
Creature ! would not be long out of Town, ſince ſhe 
_ be had Ruſmeſs that prevented his going to 


yl. Are you ſure of this? 

Mat. Sure of it! Ay, Child, and a great deal 
more, the O ! I don't know what to call 
him—— has more than once ſaid, in my Hear- 
ing, That the matt valuable Part of Sylvia was ber 
Fortune. | 

Sl. Can there be ſo much Deceit in one, who 
carries ſuch a Shew of Slacerity in his Profeſſi 
ons? 

Mat. Ay, you want to ask him that Queſtion, 
I know you would fain be expoſtulating with 
him; but, if you do, you're loſt ——— O! he 
has a 'moſt bewitching Tongue, a Tongue made 
for the Ruin of credulous Innocence. 

Flor. Really, Madam, Mrs. Matchall ſpeaks the 
very Truth, he has a moſt infinuating Way with 


him. 
Syl. What Experience have vou had os it, 


pray? 
Flor. Nay, Madam, I don't ſpeak 28 to * I 


don't mean he ever faid any-thing to me —— 
E 2 but 
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but only, wheh 1 have liedtd him talk to Your 
Ladyſhip, I have thbught, if1 had been in your 


| — he might have done any: thing in rhe 


orld with me. 
Mat. O he's a ſad eee but 1 A 


a Lover in my Eye for you, a good - narur'd, 


| handſome, young, ſprightly Fellow, one that 


u may turn and mould to your own Liking ; 
ben I have another, a grave, ſolid, ſub- 
ſtantial Citizen, a Batchelor; he is no Boy, in- 

ced, fifty, or thereabouts: But then he is worth 
7 half a Plumb. Now, take your Choice, 

r 

Sl. I find, Mrs. Matchall, you are as liberal 
of your Favours as ever. Bur, ſince you have 
fatisfied me there is ſo much Deceit in Men, it 
behoves one to be extreamly cautious. Nay, 1 
am afraid I ſhall never have an Opinion, for the 
ature, of any of the Sex. 

' Mat. Marry, forbid! No, my Dear, do but 
avoid the worſt Part of it, the ungrateful Zue- 
deve, and you can't well do amiſs: Nay, I'll take 
Cate you ſhan't do amiſs, if you'll follow my 
Advice; and I have been uſed to theſe Affairs, 
I know Mankind. But I hope you're determin'd 


| not to ſee the Deceiver Truelove any more. 


Syl. I will not fay that; for, merhinks, *would 
be but Juſtice, after all that has been ſaid againſt 
him, to hear what he can ſay in his own De- 


Fence: But, ſo caution'd, I do aſſure you, I ſhall 


not caſily give Credit to all he tells me. 
f | | Mat. 
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An To all! To nothing, Child, 1 you would 


e ſafe, 
Sl. 1 am obliged to you, good Mrs. Marchall, 


for the Zeal you ſeem to have for my Welfare; 
but at the ſame Time I can't help obſerving, that 
you pay no great Compliment to my judgment, 
to ſuppoſe me capable of being impoſed on by 
a Man, whom you yourſelf have given me ſo 
much Reaſon to ſuſpect. 

Mat. Nay, my Dear, 1 heartily ask your Par- 
don, I know there are few young Ladies of ſo 
much Judgment” as yourſelf ; but this Love is 
ſuch an accountable Thing, ſo invincible a 
Power, that Judgment and Diſcretion have bur 
little Force againſt him. 

Flor. Here's one coming will put it to. the 
Trial, but 1 hope my Lady is an arm'd 
againſt him, 


Enter Truelove. 


Truel. Madam, I hope my coming no fooner 
to welcome you to Town, will not be imputed 
to a Want of Reſpect, but to my Misfortune, in 
not knowing you were here till this Inſtant ; for 
certainly every Moment loſt from Sylvia's Com- 
pany muſt be eſteem'd a Misfortune, by the Man 
who knows no . ſo great as the Enjoy- 
ment of it. 

Sl. Whether your being abſent from my 
Company, Sir, is really ſo great a Misfortune as 


you repreſent it, [ ſhall hardly give myſelf the 
True 
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Trouble to diſpute, but aſſure you, [ could have 
excus'd you from the Complaiſance of this Viſit, 
without any great Uneafineſs to myſelf, 

Truel. I am very much ſyrpriz'd at ſuch a Re- 
Ception, Madam, which ill repays the impatient, 
tedious Hours I have endur'd, in Expectation of 
ſeeing you. To whoſe baſe Accuſations am I 
indebted for ſa unexpected, and undeſerv'd a 
Treatment ? 

Syl. You know too well how much it is de: 
ſerv'd ; your Behaviour will admit of no Juſtifi- 
cation ; nor will I hear of any.: [ going. 

Truel, This is ſo ungenerous, Madam, that I 
mult be even rude in detaining you, to clear up 
a Miſtery, by which we are bath abuſed. 

[ holding her. 

Flor. Lud! Madam, will your Ladyſhip ſuffer 
him to lay violent Hands upon you ? Indeed, 
Sir, I muſt needs ſay you're a little roo free. 

Syl. And you too forward. Go into my Cham- 
ber, and wait till I come, Flora goes out. 

Sir, if you reflect upon your own Conduct in 
deſerving my Reſentment, this Miſtery, as you 
term it, will need no farther Explanation. Come, 
Mrs. Matchall, [ Sy]. and Mat. go out, 


Truelove alone. 


| Truel. Curſed Fate! Have I been ighing, 
wiſhing, praying for this? This the Reward for 
all my faithful Services? What wayward, po 
viſh 
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vim Things theſe Women are ! But hold —— 


the Fault is not in Sylvia — tis this damn'd 
Confederacy, who join againſt my honeſt pre- 
tenſions, that they may make a Market of her. 
Unhappy Truelove | loſt Sylvia! 1 have but one 
Way left to ſhew her their Abuſe, and my Sin- 


cerity, and that is by the Aſſiſtance of my 


Friend Freeman, who will get Intelligence of their 
Deſigns from Lucia, and whom I will perſuade 
to viſit Sylvia, and be my Advocate; ſhe can't, 
in Complaiſance, but hear him ; though Cuſtom 


has made any Rudeneſs juſtifiable, from a Lady 


to the Man who merits it leaſt. 


Miſterious Subtilty the Sex does rule, 
| To thoſe who mo#t deſerve them only cool, 


End of the Second ACT, 


| 
| 
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A Room with a Table, Globes and Books, 
Truck in the Habit of a Conjurer. 


Truck. YARD Times! very hard Times truly! 

11 There is nothing a Man can get an 
honeſt Livelyhood by, now, Bubbles are blown 
away; Stocks fell for no more than they're 
worth; Change- Alley would be a worſe Market 
than Smithfield, had we not borrow'd Part of 
their Buſineſs from them. To ſay the Truth, theſe 
Horſes in the Lottery do fomething, but tis but 
5 and were it not now and then for a. 
ew Bills out of the Briſtol- Mail, we Gentlemen 
Stock Jobbers might een tuck up ourſelves, and 
ſave the Hangman the Labour. In every Lottery 
I have purchaſed a few Tickets, and counter- 
feited a great many more; the latter I diſpoſe 


of ro my Cuſtomers, the Other I keep for my- 


felf. And if, by theſe Means, I could get a 
Great Prize ot two, and my Affairs would let 
me continue any longer in England, I would een 
turn honeſt, aad pay my Creditors, at leaſt Nine 
Pence in the Pound. But hark! Somebody's 
coming. | * 8 
Goes to his Chair, and ſits with a 
Wand and a Bock in hit Hand. 


Enter 
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Saturn and Jupiter in Oppoſition, a very 
r in the upper Houſe. 
ac. Arrah fait he's talking to the Devil 
now, for Saturn and Jupiter were both hea- 
theniſh Gods. good morrow Maiſter Con- 
jurer if you pleaſe. | | | 
Truck. No I don't pleaſe, Sir, a Man can 
no ſooner exchange a Word or two-with 
the Stars, but he is immediately interrupted 
by ſome | | 
Mac. Arrah, dear Honey, don't be angry 
with your own Countryman-—I know you 
come out of Ireland — the Bamſhamandlies 
were all Irihmen, Honey, before and after 
Noab's big Flood but I prithee wilt thou 
reſolve me a ſmall Queſtion conſherning this 


Loy: | 
Del. Where you ſhall get Money to put 
into it? 

Mac: No, by my Shoul, my Landlady, 
that is a very good natured Woman, and 
loves me better tian her own Huſband, has 
lent me the Money already to buy a Ticket. 

"Truck. Then you would know whither 
you ſhall have the great Prize or no? : 

Mac. And by my fait now, that is the 

ueſtion. I am after making Love upon a 
rich Widow, and if you will tell me the 
Number that will come up upon the great 
Prize, I'll give you half a Crown for your 
Pains, Honey. 

Truck. Half a Crown! 'tis worth more, 
Sir, but ſince I know we are originally de- 
ſcended from the ſame Family, I won't refuſe 
your Money, Tho' I yon ſome * 

0 
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of keeping it for a Nameſake and Friend of 


my own. | | 

Mac. Aboo, I prithee give me the great 
Prize, and in Return Tl give him my Place 
at the Pharo Bank: there are none concern d 
but honeſt Gentlemen, and all pretty Fel- 


lows of our own Nation. 


- Ti ruck. Why then you ſhall have the great 
rize. : | 

Mac. By St. Patrick, I will pray for you 
as long as I live. 

Truck. That's not altogether ſo certain 


you'll grow rich and forget me; but howe- 


ver, that I may keep my Word, about two 
Hours hence, you'll meet, at the Door of 
Garraway's Coffee-Houſe, a jolly, well-ſpo- 
ken Man, not much unlike myſelf, with a 
gold laced Hat, a bob Wig, and an Ink- 

orn at his Button. This very Man will 
offer you Tickets—among the reſt will be 
one whoſe Number begins and ends with a 
Three. Buy that if you can, but he would 
rather fob you off with any other. 

Mac. Why ſo? 

Truck. Becauſe he has had a Dream that 
it will be lucky ; he'll tell you he deſigns it 
for himſelf tis a Humour he has-—thoſe 
will be his Words—therefore he muſt have 
double the Price of another for it: give it 
him, if he aſks tripple, this very Ticket in 
three Days will be drawn the twenty thou- 
ſand Pound Prize: the Man that ſold it 
the Broker will run mad---the Broker will 
hang himſelf next Sunday after Sermon, and 
you may marry his Widow, or your own, 
when ever you pleaſe. _ 

| as, 
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. Mac. But, Honey, don't you think I ſhall 


be hang'd firſt for. the Murder of the Bro- 
ker, becauſe he'll hang himſelf ? I ſhould not 
like that Death, for my Father was— 

Truck. Hang'd before you. 

Mac. Aboo, upon my Shoul now, and ſo 
he was. 

Truck. And ſo would you too, if you 


were not to get this great Prize-—but rich 


Folks are never hang'd, you know. | 
Mac. Then, by my Fait, I ſhall be glad 
of the great Prize, if it were for no other 
Reaſon. Hanging is the only Thing that 
will put an [r:þman out of Countenance, 
and we don't love to be put-out of Counte- 


nance, — which makes ſo many great 


Lawyers and Poets of our Country. 
Truck. Well, Sir, the Man I told you of 
will help you to it. 
Mac. With a gold laced Hat, you ſay, 
and a glaſs Inkhorn at his Button. 
. Honey, fa 
ac. Very well, ſave y on Ve 
you. 'There is for your — Count 
Grves Money and goes out. 
Truck. Well, I find there is no one need 
ſtarve, but the Idle and the Ignorant. So, 
here's another Cuſtomer, = 
Enter a Servant Maid. 
Well; Child, I read your Buſineſs in your 


Countenance, you're come to know your 


Fortune, I warrant you. 
Kr. So I am, n none of 


our Family know it. | | 
Truck. No, — told them you were go- 
ing to another Place. 73 | & 
2 


36 The LOTTERY, 


Ker. So I did, to be fure---O dear, how 
could you tell that, Sir? 

Truck. 1 can tell any Thing, Child. 

Ser. I wiſh you would be ſo kind, Sir, 
40 ſet a lucky Spell upon this Ticket. 

Truck. Let me fee it, let me ſee it but 
firſt, what Money have you in your Pocket ? 
1 don't uſe to ſpeak about Buſineſs without 
a Fee. | 

Ser. Pray, Doctor, what mought you ex- 
_— for a 1 * I am but a poor Servant 

aid, and I hope you'll take the loweſt 
Price. | „ 

Duck. A Shilling for any other Prize, but 
it muſt be half a Crown if you deſign to 
have the great One. | 

Ser. Nay, Sir, I ſha'n't ſcruple eighteen 
Pence upon ſuch an Account. 

Truck. If you have a mind to be ſure (of 
never having it e ) leave it with 
me, and I'll lock it up ſafe, and ſet a * * 
upon it that ſhall bring it up as you deſire. 

Ser. If you pleaſe, Sir, I had rather lock 
it up in my own Trunk, its all I have been 
working for theſe three Years. . 

Truck. Well, well, as you plęaſe for that, 
come, here's more Company toming, let's 
ſee your Money, and here's the Spell that 
will produce the Prize. 

Ser. Thank you, good Doctor. 
| - [ Grves Money and goes out. 

Enter Plowſhare. 

Plow. Wauns I'm horribly afraid here's 
a tedious Smell of Brimſtone—--perhaps, Sir, 
the Devil 1s not at leiſure to receive Com- 
pany to Day they ſay your great — 
| | eny 


deny themſelves ſometimes —if ſo, Maſter 
Conjurer, I am very well contented, I can 
call again----I don't know whether I had beſt 
tarry or no. aſide. | {; FOIL] 
' Truck. O, Sir, he's always at leiſure to 
ſee his Friends, you need not doubt of a 
kind * * | 1 | 
Plow. Bleſs me, Sir, I always ſaid my 
Prayers, I am no Friend of the Devil's. 
Frucl. No, then you're a Spy, and if you 
had not a good Book in your Pocket, I could 
not protect you from his Fury, + | 
. Plow. How the Devil could he know that 
without dealing with the Devil? Ay, Sir, 
I was reſolv'd to be beforehand with him 
there, ſo, I went to Moor-Fields and bought 
the pious and wiſe Sayings of a Child of 
Three Years of Age, *tis a Preſbyterian Book,, 
for you muſt know I am of that Perſuaſion, 
but mayhap he mayn't like me the worſe 
for that. | 4 
- Truck. Not a jot I can aſſure you, nay, I 
don't know but it may recommend you ſo 
far to his Favour, that he, thro' my Mean 
may help you to the great Prize, provid 
you'll ſpend it in his Service. | 
Plow. Every Halfpenny Oddſniggers, if 
Swearing, Lying, Drinking, Fighting, Who- 
ring, and Gaming are what he likes; for I 
love all your Gentlemanlike Recreations : I 
can lye with —j body's Wife but my own, 
don't care at all for paying my Debts, love 
to talk looſely, rail at the Clergy and bilk 
Reckonings ; in ſhort, I think there is more 
Wit-and Humour in cheating any Man of 
half a Crown than getting twice as _ 
nt wit 


38 The LOTTERY, 


with ſtupid Honeſty. O, I always had an 
Inclination for his Service, but uſed other- 
while to be a little afraid. ; 
Truck. P'haw! he's the beſt Maſter in 
the World, he does not, like other great 
Princes, turn off his Servants when he has 


no farther Occaſion for them, but places 


**m next his own Perfon--well, I think I 
muſt let you have the great Prize. 
Plow. Ay, do if you can, Fellow-Servant. 
But I have got never a Ticket yetna. 8 
Truck. No, but you might have had One 


in the Morning that would have infallibly 


been worth twenty thouſand Pounds to you. 


Who were you talking to about Tickets to 


Day ? | 
; Plow. A ſturdy, ſquat Fellow, not much 
unlike your Worlhip, in Change-Alley, 
Truck. Ay, that's the Man, as honeſt a 
Fellow as can be met with, and a Man of 
admirable Parts. : 
Plow. To ſee now how one may be de- 
ceiv'd! to my thinking he had the moſt hang- 
ing Countenance I eyer faw, otherwiſe I be- 


lieve I had bought the Ticket then but is 


there no finding him again? 
Truck. Let me ſee—he'll be at Jonathan's 
within two Hours-—his Name is Truck, if 
you don't find him there enquire for him at 
the Fox and Gooſe, a Notary-Publick's near 


the Alley and there you'll be ſure of him, 
and at the ſame time as fure of the twenty 
thouſand Pounds. | 

Plow. Honeſt Truck, at the Fox and Gooſe, 
FI loſe no imo your humble Servant. 


e 


4 4 
8 


of me. 
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Truck. But hearkee, honeſt Friend, one 
Word if you pleaſe, twenty thouſand Pounds 
is worth ſomething, is it not ? 

Plow. Ay, twenty thouſand Pounds every 


Farthing ;---but I underſtand you, yes, 
good Maſter Conjurer, tis worth more — 


any of my Generation ever were —here take 
all I have, by the Maſs, every Groat, ex- 


cept this ten Pounds and a Crown to buy 


the Ticket--—here's my Tobacco-Box-—let's 
ſee have I nothing elſe, I could find in my 
Heart to ſtri myſelf, and give you my 
Shirt off my Back, my dear Boy, it never 
was waſhed yetna, I've wore it but a 


Fortnight - but if you'll come down into the 


Country, P11 make you as drunk as a Drum, 
you ſhall ſhare my good Fortune, I deſign 
to make ſuch Havock among my Neighbours 
Wives and Daughters, that the poor Dogs 
ſhall chooſe me Parliament Man to f 29 


et 
Exit. 
Truck alone. 

So thus far my Affairs go ſwimingly, I 
hope to get as much this Week as will main- 
tain me theſe ſeven Years--well, London, thou 
art the beſt Shelter for Rogues; thou do'fi 
not only ſcreen them from the Law, but 
even ſett'ſt them above it. 


For, what Chance elſe befall us 
Rich K. know, == Je bef fear he 
Gallows, 


[Goes aut.] 


SCENE 
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scEN E changes to Matchalls Houſe. 
Lucia alone, a Book in her Hand. 


Or if there be a Name than that more free, 
More fond than Miſtreſs, make me that to thee. 


| What an Harmony of Paſſions muſt reign 
between theſe two celebrated Lovers ? what 
a growing Conſtancy from the Repetition 
and even in the Dream of their Joys? how 
happy ſhould I eſteem my State were I af- 
ſured-of the Truth, Honour and Conſtancy 
of Abelard in the Pretenfions of Freeman ? 
my Mother's mercenary way of Manage- 
ment is the moſt dreadful Bar to my Hopes; 
if he has Generoſity enough to ſeparate my 
Innocence and Affection from his — 
to her, what Felicity may I not hope for ? 
Bleſs me! What Man Viſiter takes the Free- 
dom of coming thus aſſuredly up here? 
Enter Atall. | 
At. You ſeem ſurpriz'd, my little Bloſſom, 
at a Gentleman's Viſit to you in your Cham- 


ber. | - 

Luc. If you have any Buſineſs with me, 
Sir, it would have been much more decent 
for me to have waited on you below Stairs; 
theſe Liberties are reputable to neither of 


us. 
At. Pſhaw, Child, this, Peeviſhneſs of 
thine is perfect! diſavowing thy Parentage 
my good natur'd Friend Mrs. Matchall could 
never take it into her Head to inſtill ſuch 
preciſe Principles into any of her Family ; 
my Buſineſs indeed was with her, ſhe was 


to help me to a beautiful Girl with a great 
Fortune, 
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Fortune, but as it happens, ſhe is not in the 
Way to give me an Anſwer, and therefore if 
you'll be ſo civil to yourſelf, not to ſtand in your 
own Light, I'll &'en be contented to ſtay my 
Stomach with Thee. Come, what ſay'ſt to the 
' Propoſal, my Dear? 

Tac What does the impertinent old Fool 
aim at? . I don't underſtand you, Sir, 
I'm ſo little acquainted with her TranſaCtions, 
that I am able to give you no Anſwer to any 
Buſineſs you may have with her. 

At. Pox on the Girl's Folly, , I tell thee, I 
have as much Inclination to talk with thee, as 
thy Mother, at this Time. Come, come, be a 
little more Underſtanding, Child, Ill give thee 
ſomething ſhall qualify thee to know the 
World, my Dear. Ps 
Luc. I beg your Pardon, Sir, for being ſo - 
extreamly dull of Apprehenſion, poſſibly my 
not being uſed to be treated with ſo much Free- 
dom, may be the Reaſon I don't underſtand 
how to be ſo civil as you may expect. 3 
At. Tut, Tut, you muſt, and do underſtand 
me: what is not this your Bed-Chamber ? why 
then *tis ſo much the more convenient for Bu- 
ſineſs. Let us diſpatch before any body comes 
to interrupt us, I am in haſte, I am in haſte, 
my Dear, and have Affairs to manage at t'other 
End of the Town. 

Luc. J don't ſee what detains you, Sir, not I, 
willingly, I am ſure. 

At. Why thou art the greateſt Contradiction 


to thy Sex I ever met with. Such a peeviſh 
ſhilly, ſhally Creature juſt in thy Bloom, fie, 
fie, T am aſham'd of it. N . 


A 1 Buer 


abruptly 
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| Enter Jenny. . 
Madam, Mr. Freeman. 95 
Luc. Was there ever ſuch an intolerable 
ſtinking old Goat? [afide.] 
Jen. Madam, Mr. Freeman is below in the 


Parlour, and deſires to know if you will give 


him Leave to wait upon you. | 
Luc. You ſee, Sir, there are Gentlemen who 
think I am to 'be treated with Decency and 
good Manners. This Gentleman I am obli- 


ged to ſee, therefore I beg you will excuſe me 
1 


I break off our preſent Converſation a little 


Sm 


Ar. Her Keeper, I ſuppoſe : Pox of his un- 
ſeaſonable Viſit, if he had ſtaid half an Hour 


longer, I had compleated my Aﬀair—— well, 


Madam, ſince I find you're reſolv'd to be cru- 
el, I think the ſooner I am gone, the better : 


your humble Servant. 


Luc. Jenny, ſee if you can let this Gentle - 
man out without Mr. Freeman's ſeeing him, 
and tell him, as ſoon as I am dreſs'd, I'll wait 
upon him. [Exit Atall and Serv. 

| Lucia alone. 

How ſafe and pleaſing it is to love and be 
beloved by a Man of Senſe and Honour? Free- 
man, thou moſt amiable of thy Sex ! with what 
Courage have I ventur'd to entruſt thee with 
all the Softneſs of my Soul, too generous to 


make an ill Uſe of my Credulity. 


Re-enter Servant. 
Ser. Lord, Madam, Mr. Freeman 

_ Very well, I am coming to him this 
mute. 8 


- Fer. He is gone, Madam, 


Luc. How 


Kr. 
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Fer. But J believe, he, he, he'll come again, 
ſa—-ſo——on. 
Luc. Speak out, and don't diſtract me thus, 
Kr. Why, Madam, I could not help it. 
Luc. What could you not help? | 
Ker. Why Mr. Atall mutter'd to himſelf all 

the Way down Stairs, as if he was angry, 
- and when he came down, he would go into 
the Parlour to Mr. Freeman, and then his 
Paſſion was over, and they ſeem'd to be very 
— together, and he told him as how he 
had been up with you. | 

Luc. And what had the Monſter the Impu- 
dence to inſinuate from that? * 

Kr. Nay, Madam, I can't ſay any Thing 
as to that, he went away, and Mr. Freeman 
ſaid he had a little Buſineſs to do, and that 
he would give you Time to dreſs, before he 
came again——and ſo that's all, Madam 
Lord, you look ſo, you frighten me. ä 
Luc. Ruin! Miſery! If this Misfortune's 
not retrieved, I am the moſt unhappy of my 
Sex. How ſhall I be able to get over fo ſtrong 
an Appearance of Falſhood ? O Freeman 
gou'd you but ſee my Heart, you'd find there 
is no room in that for any Love but thine. 

I | [They go out, 


SCENE changes 10 Sylvia's Lodging. 


Freeman alone. 


I have promiſed my Friend ta endeavour 
to ſerve him with his Miſtreſs, and learn the 
Reaſon, if poſſible, of her ill Treatment of 

hint to Day; but my own Maisfortunes em- 
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ploy my Cares ſo much, that I can think of 
nothing elſe—— Dreſs and come down to me, 
good, very proper: I am to be the —— Ma- 


er of the Family, to ſupport the Dignity of 
Huſband, *tis fit 1 ſhould be treated with this 
Shew of Ceremony and Reſpect. But for the 
Lover, the diſorder'd Bedchamber may ſerve 
him, or any Undreſs, the fitter for their vile 
Purpoſes——baſe, diſſembling Wretch, ſhe is 
not worth my Thoughts— how! is Lucia then 
not worth my Thoughts? yes, yes, this is a 
Loſs indeed, how miſerable 1s the Man, whoſe 
fooliſh Choice, or cruel Stars, like mine, hath 
made his Life's Felicity depend upon a fickle, 
frail, deceitful Woman ?——but here comes 
Hlvia, guarded too, by one of thoſe mean, 
mercenary Counſellors, whoſe baſe Deſigns, 
would fain deſtroy the Hopes of generous 
Truelove. 8 
Enter Sylvia and Mrs. Subtle. i 
Your Servant Mr. Freeman, have you any 
Buſineſs, Sir, with me ? x 
Freem. Yes, Madam, Buſineſs of the high- 
_ eſt Concern to Friendſhip, and to Love. I 
come to beg you, Madam, to unfold the Mi- 
ſtery of my Friend's Diſgrace, whoſe honeſt 
Heart, and faithful Services, have merited a 
better Fate; in Juſtice to yourſelf, recall the 
diſmal Sentence you have paſs'd upon him-— 
pity a Wretch made miſerable by your Diſ- 
dain, with Honour, Truth, and Worth, and 
ev'ry Vertue to deſerve Eſteem. : 
Hl. This is, indeed Mr. Freeman, a heavy 
Charge upon me, to ſuppoſe I ſhould make a 
Gentleman unhappy only ſor his deſeryiſig 
well——but as I am ſatisfied his Happineſs ds 


pends 
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ends no otherwiſe on me than as it regards my 
ortune, ſo I muſt be allowed to doubt of his 

ſo much boaſted Truth. wit | 
Freem. All the World who have the honour 
of his Acquaintance, know and own his Me- 
Fit, nor is there one who dares, or can diſpute 
it, except that worthleſs Tribe of Sycophants, 
Whoſe only aim is to betray you, and chiefly 
when they injure him. v2 
Sub. By my Troth, Sir, if your pretended 
Warmth for the Intereſt of your Companion 
leads you into ſuch an Abuſe of this Lady's 
beſt Friends, I think ſhe need not make any 
great Apology for her Difregard either to his 
retenſions or your Interceſſion for him. 
Freem. Friends! can Wretches of thy ſordid 
Complexion uſurp that honourable Title ? Pa- 
raſites, Creatures that infe& a Lady of Fortune, 
as the moſt vile Inſects ever prey upon the 
faireſt Flowers. I beg, Madam, you will not 
think me guilty of any Indecency to you, if 
my Regard to your Welfare tranſports me to 
expreſs an open Contempt of theſe Betrayers 
of you. | 
Hl. It's a Miſtery, Sir, to me, that your 
Concern for my Welfare ſhould ſhew-itſelf in 
no better manner than this diſreſpectſul Treat- 
ment of any Perſon I think worthy 'my Ac- 
uaintance. Is not your Friend Truelove ſa- 
tisfy'd with making me the Subject of his Ta- 
vern Converſation, but he muſt ſend his Aſſo- 
ciates to inſult me to my Face? | 
Freem. His Behaviour, Madam, is ſcanda- 
louſly miſreported to you: if mentioning a 
Lady to the moſt honourable Advantage, car- = 
ries any Title to her Regard, Truelove is un- 
$ Of deſervediy 


%. 
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deſervedly baniſhed by Sylvia : but I find this 
is an improper Time either for me to attempt 
his Vindication, or for you to hear it. I ſhall 
therefore take my leave at preſent, and hope 
that before long the Miſleaders of Hluia will 
contribute ſo far to their own Detection, that, 
dam, my Friend's Merit and Pretenſions 
will find the ſtrongeſt Advocate in your own 
good Senſe. Goes out.] 
Mr.. Hub. You may be convinced now, Ma- 
dam, of the Truth of my Information, and of 
Truelove s ungenerous Deſigns, by this imper- 
tinent Meſſage by his Second. What will the 
baſeneſs of ſome People ſtick at! 
Hl. No, Mrs. Subtle, T won't fall fo eaſy a 


Prey to any Body's Attempts upon my Credu- 
lity, as you may imagine. | | 
| 5. Sub. As you ſay, my dear Madam, 
they would endeayour to make you believe any 
thing——but hang him, don't think of him 
any more — if I might ſpeak my Mind, there's 
Mr. Timothy Mrs. Matchal's Son——is a very 
deſerving young Gentleman——and-—but I 
won't ſay all I know. | 

75 What do you mean, Mrs. Subtle ? 

5. Hub. Nay, Madam, no harm, don't be 
angry——only he's a very handſome yo 
Man, and if I was a young Lady with a gc 
Fortune—— : 

Hl. I'm amazed! what can this Woman 
aim at? I fear I am got indeed into dangerous 
Hands: *tis time I put an End to their De- 
ſigns. [a/ide.) Iam glad, Mrs, Sbtle, to ſee 
ſo good an Harmony between Mrs. Matchall and 
vou; but for my own Part, when Pve- learnt 
the Fate of my Tickets in the Lottery, which 
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was what brought me to own, Pl &en re- 
turn to my rural Solitude. 


There wnmoleted Peace of mind maintain | 


i | 


#».4 


end let Man's Falſhood try its Arts in vain 


— 
o 
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SCENE Guildhall, Commiſſioners fitting, Wheels, 
Blue-Coat Boys, &c. ſeveral Perſons walking 
about confuſedly. = 


Enter Plowſhare' in embroidered Cloaths, with 
three or four Servants after bim. 


(a2 A UNS, ye Dogs, go and aſk 
them why they don't draw 
my Ticket —— I'm the Per- 
en that's to have the great 

Erize, and they muſt do it to 
Day, ſor T go out of Town 
to Morrow. 

Ser. An pleaſe. your Honour, I aſked the 
Folks here, and they ſay, you muſt ſtay till it 
comes to your Turn. | 

Plow. Why, would they have the Face to 
make me wait, that am to have the great 
Prize, as long as other People. _But if it's 
firſt come, firſt ſerved, I feggs I'll fit em, for 
In take Care to be here ſoon enough to Mor- 
row. Well, this cunning Man has given me 
ſuch Aſſurance of having the twenty 1 — 

oun 


4 COMEDY. 45 


Pound Prize, that I have mortgaged my Land, 
Told my Farms, arid bought a ne Burlum, I 
write, and Liveries, 


think they call it, arid 
and theſe fine Cloaths, and de 


igh for the Fu- 
ture, to live like a Man of my 


| Condition. 

u Enter Machazard. .  ' | 
Mac. Arrah, by my Shoul, but this is a 
braye Plaſn, and thoſe are the two great Com- 
miſſioners, to ſee the Lottery drawn; if one 
could but make an Acquaintance upon one of 
them, they would let the great Prize be drawn 
for me, without waiting. And here's a fine 
Gentleman with a yellow Feather in his Hat, 
fave you, Sir, fave you. [To Plowſhare.]' 

Plow. Wauns, I don't know you. 

Mac. Dear Honey, I would be your inti- 
mate Friend, for all that for you have 
ſomething very genteel in your Dreſs and Per- 
ſon---I am to have the great Prize, and--- * 
Now. The great Prize! why, the great Prize 
was beſpoke before you ſet ſail from Ipperary. 

Mac. Was it ſo? why now, I will put a 
Secret upon your Breaſt, dear Joy, I went to 
the little Lad yonder, at the Wheel, that has 
the Diſpoſial of it, and gave him half a 
Crown — and he promiſh'd nobody elfe ſhould 
have it; beſides, I have other Aſſurances of it-- 
Ale. Wauns, bribe the Blue-Coat Boy! I 
don't like that ſure the Conjurer has not 
cheated me at laſt——after I've bought all 
theſe Cloaths, and ſold all my Land; look ye, 
Mr.——TI don't know your Name. —— 
Mac. O by my Shoul my Name is Macha» 
zard, Joy, I'm not aſham'd of my Name, or 


any Thing elſe. n 
| Pha. Why then, * What d'ye call it, 


Hi 
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put you. but of our Pain, the Great Pt 
come when it will by Fi * dna: 


2 1 op Fd * 
my Shoul "Haney you muſt 
ſtay "Ain 5 WY it before tis 4 own, you 
have only dream'd of it, for I believe you 
don't Sleep well a Nights. 
Plow. No, 1 can't Sleep for Joy, 1 ride 
a4 +5 all Night in my Coach, 
Au you are really convinced Honey 
that TY th Fra Prize is your on? 
| as much as my Wife, or my 


Ding © art. 

eral People come from 2 End of the 

3 * , aſking what's the Number ? what's the 

umber ? the Grea Prize is come up.) © 

Mac. Arrah by my Shoul now if I could 

read, I would tel you the Number, 15 tis 

here in my Pocket. 

| BY ke No, no, tis in my Pocket honeſt 


Te 
Mac: Aboo, that is very pretty, why then 
to ſatisfy you, there is the 11. 
ews a Ticket } 


Plow. [Looking on the Tit) 35363—n0, 
it S 3 360 this is the Prize. 
6. 


O then by my 8 tis. the Fn 
Number to it, and one will not ſignify, a 
in the Eye of the Law. 


Plow. Law —— Wauns 1 had rather defire 
the Commiſſioners to draw it over again fox 
me, than go to Law about it. 

A Stander by. Pray Gentlemen, let me fee 
your Tickets -l believe you may ſpare your 
ſelves the Trouble of going to Law, tor fo y 
certain Knowledge both i theſe Numbers have 
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drawn Blanks ſometime; Fe 
ickets are not only Blank Gamer 
— _ Perſon you bought them * has cheat 
4 ou know where to find him? 
ind him 5 ch a Stockjobber, ws | 
ma 1 in Amſterdam by this ig, 
ac. Arrah by my Faith, tho“ we don't 
know where to %nd” the Stockjobber, I ſhall 
not be long in finding the Conjurer, and if he 
won't prove the Ticket to be a good one and 
the Great Prize to be Puna, why then I'm 
contented to let it be yo 2 Exit Mac. 
Plow. Thank you for Nothing good Mac 
but if T am bit -I will te "+2... ed of that 


Rogue the Conjurer, [Exit, and Scene fhuts.] 


SCENE, Mrs. MATCRAL L's Houſe. 


Lucia ſola: 
Luc. How extravagantly Chearful WAS 1 but 
the Minute before this unhappy Accident ! 
thoſe ſudden Exultations of the Mind are omi- 
nous. I believe dear Freeman, thou too bali 
thy ſhare of Pain——1 gueſs it by my ſelf : 
what Torment would 3, give to me 10 believd 


thee Falſe 


Euter Jenny. 
wo. Madan, here's a Servant below bas 
— 4 this Letter for vou. 
Lucia Reads, 
MAD AM, 8 
The Great Prize h been juſt now drawn, 


pon Enquaring into the Fri Th «kn 
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of yours, I can't help wiſhing you much Jo, tho” your 


Behaviour in the Morning has taken all Preſpect 
of any from the diſappointed | ET, 
5 FREE MAN. 

This is moſt ſurpriſing News, and would, 1 
believe, have overpower'd my Spirits had it 
not been ſo much allay'd by this Letter of 
Freeman's——Jecalouſie, they ſay's a Proof of 
Love, I believe he Loves, and I am not more 


pleaſed with any Thing in this amazing Turn 


of Good Fortune, than having it in my Power 


to give him a ſufficient Proof that I do ſo, no 

leſs; Get me Pen and Ink, Jenny, to write 
an Anſwer to this Letter.. | | 

| '  [Exeunt Lucia and Jenny.] 
Enter Mrs. Matchall /t. 

Match, Well, I have bit the old Fool Atall 

out of ten Guineas more, to ſerve him with 


Hlvia, which Money I will lay out upon his 


ival Tim, and ſo make the Bubble ſupply 
me with Arms to fight againſt himſelf; True- 
love's already deſtroy'd by a Battery of Lies, 
Defamation and forged Letters, and for Tim 


ah, here he comes. 


Enter Tim. | 
Well, Tim, have you obſery'd all the In: 


ſtructions of Mr. Ca reol, to turn out your Toes, 


hold up your Head, and look like a Man? 
Tim. Look like a Man! why, did I uſe to 


look like a Monkey, when you know, Mo- 


ther, everybody ſays I'm as like you as ever 
I can ſtare. E 1 
Match. Ay, Child, thou waſt always Hand- 
ſome, but I mean, that you muſin't look like 
a Boy, now you're going to be marry'd-—— 
pray Tim, good Tim, behave yourſelf as — 
' ought, 
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cht, for 1 expect your Miſtreſs here eyęry 


ou 
Minute. 6 
Tim. Let me alone, Mother, ecod, I war- 
rant I'll do right, if you don't make one 
aſham'd, by commending abody. I'd rather 
have a Slap of the Face, at any Time, than 
be commended. It makes one look ſo Fooliſh. - 
Match. Well, Tim, 1 depend upon your 
 ſhewin yourſelf, and putting your beſt Leg 
1 ru put che fan Leg forward, tha 
im. I'll put the ſame orwa t 
Mr. Capreo] ſhewed me. | 
| Enter Sylvia. | | 
Hl. So, Mrs. Matchall, you ſee I'm come 
to your Appointment--now what's the weigh- 
ty Buſineſs you have to communicate to me? 
Match. It is, my Dear, to keep my own 
Word, and do you a Piece of Service; you 
muſt know, Child, here's one Mr. Atall, an 
old rich Miſer, has heard ſo much Talk of 
Hlvia's fine Eſtate, and ready Money, that 
he's down right enamour'd of them ; he has 
made me 3 him to acquaint you with 
this, and fo I was reſolvd to keep my Word, 
which I hope, my Dear, you'll excuſe. 
Hl. Very well, but how are you to do me 
a Service all this while ? | p: 
Match. By endeavouring to confirm you, 
partly in the Opinion you ſeem'd this Morn- 
ing, to have embraced concerning the He- 
1 Aug that they are generally falſe, deſign - 
ing, and odious ; that is, my r, the Men 
of the World, the Men of the Town ; True- 
love you have experienc'd, and found him ſo 
he's a young Fellow, and this old Atall, is, i 


ſſible, more baſe, and more defigning than 
7e ; 1 ; Eni felt ; 


himſelf; therefore, Child, if you'll take 
Advice, in your Choice, 1 would have — 
look upon a Man entirely unacquainted with 
the Vices of the Town, yet -natur'd and 
Compiatant and one Handſome — to 


e your Fancy too— hold up your 


Sl. I gueſs what this Creature drives at, 
and I'll ſeem to Humqaur her. 75 

muſt own, Mrs. Matchall, you've drawn the 
Ficture of a Man that I ſhould not think a 


diſagreeable one—— -- 
ch. And T'll undertake, Child, to pro- 
duce the Original. Tam, Madam, is lately 
come from the Academy——Tim, this is Mrs. 
I JONI have ſo often heard me ſpeak 


W „ 
Mother talk of yo „ ha- | 
there's Monſeer 2 — for you. | 

Hl. Upon my Word, he ſeems to be a moſt. 
accomplith'd young Gentleman. 

Match. Well plaid Tin. [ofide to Tim.] ] 
Yes, Madam, I have laid out ſome Money 
upon his Education, and I don't think it ill 
beſtow'd. Tum has a great deal of good Na- 
, — * I may ſay is not an un- 

Tae. Why look you there now, Mo 
did not I make it in my Bargain, you ſho 
not commend me before my Face———why, 
Madam, theſe are always her Tricks,. 

Hl. O good Mrs. Matchall, you ſhould let 
Mr. Timothy ſpeak for himſelf, dare ſay he's 
able to ſhew himſelf to the beſt Advantage. 

Tim. Ah! Madam, 1.wiſh I had an Op: 
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| portunity to ſpeak for my ſelf; when the old 
oman isn't by, I could tell you ſome Things 
that I'm ſure would make you have a Kin 
neſs for me. Pray, Madam, perſwade my 
Mother to leave us tad) for a Minute, 


two 1 wiſh you had. e 1 EE 
e mY 1 oY 


pry, Mrs 3 — vil 
uss Ay, _—_ 1 dare venture Tim. 
[Hit. Match. 

Tim. I'm glad the old Woman's gone, for you 
muſt know, ſhe has a Mind to make a 
of me, but I am wifer than the thinks I am; 
I know very well, that ſuch a fine you oung La. 
dy as you are, expect a fine yo young eman 
. I am engaged already, * for 

reeman's G * to marry 
e o 


ſter, and a co Pieces he — A ä 
fi dun my Rig t and Title to you, an 14 

AN 7 

one n 
4 every Word the old Fudge my Mother 
has told you about him are damnable Lies. 
. Are you fure of this? n 

Im. Sure of it yes, that I am; and : 
i alt Ste, that they might you to mar- 
me, but \that you. know de done, for 


ys # 


6, no, Mr. Nm hy, you'te in no Mar 


d 


of Danger from me but we mut carry 
it 8 that. W Riga not 3 what 


yo have 
| No, 1. Su 
"Yin, No we aa cunt oh hw» i 
50 in do ber, an 46 e 


her, well 


fond, und 


then, 


then, if ſne thinks I've plaid my Part well, 
mayhap ſhe may tip mg a Teſter. | 
Si. Vou're a perſect Politician Mr. Timothy; 
1 proteſt 1 did not think you had ſo good a 
Genus... | | 
Jim. O mun, I'm not ſuch a Fool as Peo- 
ple take me for come pray give me your 
ter Freeman ſolts with a Letter in his Hand 
1 Re ading. * 
inn * . 
' Since | muſt needs own there was the Appearance 
of what might give you ſome 17 in the 
orning frgm 22 Atall's impudent Behaviour, I 
could not bave wiſh'd a more happy Occaſion than 
what the Receipt F your Letter gives me to con- 
vince you of your Error, and ſhew you that this un- 
expefted Turn of good Fortune is capable of makin 
no alteration to your Prejudice, in the Diſpoſe 7 
FLEW eee: oo ene. CI 
. Generous Creature! to diſarm me in ſo en- 
gaging a Manner of my unreaſonable Suſpi- 
cions ; I am ſatisfied I have wrong'd her, and 
that Old ſtinking Letcher took the ACE 
of his Intimacy with.the Mother to uſe thoſe 
faucy Freedoms with her. Daughter, which ſhe 
could probably no otherwife diſcountepance 
than by an often Rupture. with her whole Fa- 
mily ; P11 Viſit her this Minute, and make her 
at leaſt the Return of a Submiſſion Kn 


k 5 k | ye Enter. Atall. * f 

At. The Great Prize come up againſt 16975. 
That is, I am almoſt ſure, the very Number 
of the Ticket I caſt my Eye pretty curiouſly 
upon on the Table in Mrs. MatchalPs Daugh- 


- ter's 


5 
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| ters Chamber: Let's ſee, probably I may have 
minuted it down in my Jourval let me ſee 
ay Ti ad: ſhav;d for a Penny, eat two baked 


Pairs and half a half Penny Roll fo# Break- 
faft-—Given to Mrs. Matchall, Number 56934. 
The Number I dreamt of my ſelf I ſaw in her 
Daughter's Room, 16975. "tis fo, by Ju- 
piter. What an unlucky 5 was I not to take 
the Caution of my Stars and Purchaſe it before 
her! Let's ſee, is there no After-Game left to 
retrieve this Overſight ? It's poſſible the Go 
may not as yet be acquainted with her good 
Fortune : what then it I was by diflembling 
Ignorance of the Matter likewiſe, to make ho- 
nourable Love to her; that would make it my 
own Property yet; neither ſhe nor her Mother 
will for their own Intereſt reject ſo reaſonable 
. a Propoſal from one of my Fortune, in the 
Circumſtances they imagine themſelves to be :* 
as for Hlvia whom I have been bartering for 
Blindfold, &en let her fall to their Share who 
are better ſatisfied of her Eſtate than I am: 
Here is a Certainty and I'll put my Deſigns in 
Execution this Inſtant. [ Goes out.] 


SCENE changes. | 
Enter Mrs. Matchall and Mrs. Subtle. 


ub. Well I can't find there is any better 
way: of ruining Truelove's Intereſt with Hlvia, 
than by theſe contriv'd Letters about his being 
married to another Woman already. | 
Mat. Nothing, my dear Subtle, you have 
an excellent Genius for theſe Things. 
Hub. Well, as I ſay, every body in their 
Way, let me alone for Plotting, and if I don't 
. I bring 
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bring Things to bear, notwithſtanding ſhe 
feem'd a little out of Humour when I firft 
mentioned it to her to Day, fay Subtle is no 
Miſtreſs of her Buſineſs, ss 
Mat. I know, Child, thou art able to do 
any Thing in this Way; but my Son has 
made ſuch an Impreſſion already on Sylva ; 
— Tim, you know, has it in him) that the 
ork is half done- to your Hands. If you 
had but ſeen hbw ſhe-Opled him, and how 
willing ſhe was to be left alone with him 
Sub. But what do you do with Old Atall all 
KT CGE 
Mat. Hang wi, Old Bite, he gave me a 
Lottery Ticket Yeſterday,” and upon 9 — 
1 found it was drawn a Blank the Day before: 
but however I have kept my Word with him 
in acquainting Hei with his Requeſt, tho 1 
gave her his Juft CHaracter at the ſame Time. 
Sub. You ferv'd him right, my Dear, as he 
gave you a Ticket that was a Blank before, ſo 
you are helping him to a Fortune that is al- 
ready diſpos d ol. 5 | 


The crafty Gameſter * ſhould complete * 
Fnce they who'retrickd, have Right otrick again. 


, The End of the Fourth ACT. ES 


— 2 CO RNA . 00 
4 * * . 1 
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scENE a Room, with Table, Globes, be. 
Truck in a Conjurer”s Habit. + 2 : 


Me H E Twenty Thouſand Pound 
TEA Prize come up already | then 


to Decamp---I have promiſed . 
* it to . Gute 1 
mers ſeparately b T ſhall 
have them all about my Ears 
jointly, it 1 don't pack up my Awls and away ! 
odds ſo, here's ſomebody already, 

5 Erter Mackhazard. 

Mae. So ſave you dear Honey Mr. Con njurer 
I wiſh you Joy of the Great Tra, for ſup- 

ſe you have kept it for your ſelf. 

Truck. 22 as I hope to be ſaved I deſign'd 
it for you. Is it come up then? | 


Mac. Arrah by my Shoul now you are no 
great Conjurer if you can't tell that. | 
Truck. Well I "do find by my Art that it 16 
come up. I have been out in my Calculation 
a to the Number, but I find where the Error 
ies, and ſhall be able to feRtify it: if you'll: 


„ * 
8 * 


kay til the beat t is drawn. 


I'm ſure it is high time for me 
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_ Mac. Aboo, 8 ny Shoul Dear, Ho- 
ney. I ſhall be after reakcing your Globes and 
your Pate too, if you don't give me the Money 
my Ticket coſt me. | N 
Duck. Dear Sir, it's more than I'm worth 
Ido aſſure you, at preſent in ready Specie: But 
Fll tell you what I will do. Ill pawn my 
Globes and my Books to you till I can raiſe it. 
Mac. And what ſhall I do withthem, Honey? 
Truck. Why you may ſet up for a Conjurer 
in the mean time, there's a pretty Penny to be 
ick'd up that way; beſides you muſt under- 
tand ſomething of Hocus Pocus to be qualified 
for a Gameſter—— Now if you'll ſupply my 
Place, Tl endeavour to raiſe the Money 
Perhaps I may do it in a couple of Hours, in 
which time you may take five. or fix half 
Crowns. e 1 
Mac. Well fait that's good Intereſt for the 
Money. et e x 
Truck. Here Sir, be pleaſed- to put -on this 
Cap and this Gown, and theſe Whiſkers, they 
become you wonderful well indeed Sir. 
Mac Fait, dear Honey, my Countrymen will 
never believe that I would take up this Trade, 
above all others; for I never knew an Iriſb- 
man that was a Conjurer before. 
Truck. There, Sir, put on your Spectacles, 
and get to your Poſt——PF1! be back again as 
ſoon as poſlible. : = [Extt. 
Mac. Very fine, indeed, theſe Scrawls, and 
all theſe Books; if abody could but read now--- 


how ſhall I be able to anſwer my Cuſtomers, 
when I don't underſtand one Word about the 
Matter? why, by my Countrymens beſt Friend, 
Impudence; O Impudence is a great Vertue, 
a Man need have no other. Enter 
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Enter Plowſhare with a Conſtable and tuo 
An 0 K Tallymen, Se. of 
\ Plow. Ay, ay, here's the R of a Con- 
. jurer, that made me fell my Flow, and my 
Oxen, to buy me a Coach and Horſes pray 
ood Mr. Tallymen let's hear what Satisſaction 
he'll make me, before you pull me to Pieces. 


Mac. So, upon my Shoul, I ſee, I ſhall have 


Trade enough, and yet, the Devil take it, I 
know no more of the Stars, than he that made 
me 80, Honeys, you are all come for the 
reat Prize. I knew your Buſineſs, Fait and 
- Trot, before I ſhaw your ſweet Faſhes; and 
upon my Shoul, I have ſuch great Value for 
your Perſhons, that if there were not one 
great Prize in the Lottery, you ſhould have it 
among you. | 


Con. That's very kind, truly; and becauſe 


you ſhall ſay we will not be behind with yo 


in Generoſity, I'll introduce you to my Lord- 
Mayor; he may be a ſpecial Friend to you, 
in helping you off with your counterfeit Tic- 
kets : this Warrant ſhall be your Paſſport. 
Mac. Aboo, that is very fooliſh, now, upon 
my Salvaſhion; it is very likely my Lord 
Mayor will. buy counterfeit Tickets. 
on. Beſides Sir, we have ſome Suſpicion 
of your Robbing the Briſtol Mail, he muſt 
Talk to you a little about that too So if you 
pleaſe to come 2 
Mac. Nay, hold, I am no Conjurer indeed. 
- Omnes. Away with him; away with him. 
[Exeunt Conſtable and Mackhazard.] 
/ Tallyman. Well Sir, what Satisfaction 
now do you Yo to us for our Clothes and 
our Liveries 15 | 


4 
| 
4 
[ 
” 
[ 
i. 
| 


| Plow. 


1 


P ˙ n 
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Plow. Ods Niggers, a Man can have no 
more of a Cat than her Skin, if I had got the 
Great Prize I would have paid you for your 
Cloaths, ſince I have not, you mult-e'en take 
them again, OTE 
2d Tallyman. Ay, ay, Uncaſe, Uncaſe, this 
is juſt as we were ſerv'd by ſome of your South» 
Sea Gentry, come Sir, this Hat and Coat be- 
long to me. ne nen 
I Tallyman, This Sword and Wig to me: 
| 85 nl this Brocade Waiſteoat too, and tneſe 
28. bad. 5 . 4 _ 


Plow. Nay, pray Gentlemen. n. 
uf Tallyman. Why, what a Pox had ſuch a 
Fellow as you to do to mimick Quality Airs; 
muſt you make fine Cloaths and never pay 
your Taylor and be hang'd ? | _ 
Plow. But will you leave me nothing, what 
7 — 4 1 * = Ak 
allyman. no, we ide a Stone 
Doublet for * * Dreſs — in Faſhion 
lately: unleſs you can ſind ſome Way to raiſe 
a little Money to Compound. 1 
Plow. Wounds, I've _— left but my 
Vote, and that I can diſpoſe of for Seven Vears 
Purchaſe, if you'll but ſtay till the time comes. 
2d Tallyman. Vote, p'ſhaw, no, no, you'll _ 
ſell it perhaps to ſomebody that wants it on 
Purpoſe to bilk his Creditors, and may. put 
you into the Number. No, we mult have . 
1 or you go to Q,,lt. 
Na. Well, ſince you are ſa unconſcionable, 
there's my Ring, but pray then give me my 
Coat again to keep. me warm. 
17 Taty Your Coat, Sir, is beſpoke. alrea - 
dy, by a Wit, poor Man, he's forc'd to lie a 
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Bed till 1 bring it— but here's an old Blay- 
; Ret: will ferve well enough for that Pu pole. 


They ſetwer him up in a Blanket. | 


+ ad, Talh Heark ye, Brother Gripe, ſhould 
not we be e Blanket, tho'? 


© 1 Tay. N * the poor Dog, let him 
have — you Mon, . a Chri- 
ſian Vertue. . 8 3 Tallymen. 
ſoluuß. 


Plow. Wauns: 8 21 A Man were to die now 
here's the Charge of a Shrowd ſav'd ; if 1 had 
Money enough — ay for a Hearſe down to 


 Pimperton, I'd een hang myſelf, and make ray | 


Wite ſome — for ſelling her Jointure 
the Jade will poiſon me elſe in a Meſs of 
Porridge——fhe: has killd three Huſbands al- 
ready; they could: never die fairly; tho they 
were all Conſumptive but upon ſecond 
Thoug ghts, 1 have not Money enough to buy 
' a Halter leſt —— a Man ſhould always keep 
—_ _=_ a rainy Day——Pll' &en 
ſwear a bery againſt myſelf, and if my 
own Evidence won or be taken, for halt a 
Word ſpeaking, * Wite wi —_ in againſt 
— h lowthare, 
SC E NE NE, ang es 
| Enter Freeman and Lucia. 
8 1 do not know, my deareſt Lia, 
_ to give me greateſt Pleaſure, this 
new ae Pro of your generous Temper in my 
Fayour, or the Tudden Turn of good Fortune 
in your own. _ 
| As the conſtant Sincerity of my Be- 
| Haviour towards Mr. Freeman ouglit not to 
make him believe I could upon any 9 
$f Focus alter my Opinion of him, ſo, 1 


dare 


d 
' 
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— 
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dare ſay, had it been his own Lot, I ſhould 
have been no leſs in his Eſteem than before. 
Free. Can you then ſo readily forgive my 
vile 2 in the Morning?  _ + 
Luc. I took them for the Effetts of Love, 
and as I knew it was ſo eaſily in my Power 
to clear myſelf, without the Help of this luc- 
ky Chance, they gave me no other Uneaſineſs 
than for the*Pain you felt yourſelf. 
Free. O moſt tranſcendent Goodneſs! _ 
Luc. But how do you like the Revenge I 
have taken on the Man who was the Occa- 
ſion of our Diſquiets? '' a | 
Free. Extreamly well: but with what Aſſu- 
rance could he return again, after having trea- 
ted you ſo rudely in the Morning ? 
Luc. Upon a Pretence that he did that only 
to make Trial of me, but that his Deſigns 
were honourable from the Firſt : and then fli- 
ly aſk'd me if I had any Tickets in the Lotte- 
Ty; I, having receiv'd your Letter juſt beſore, 
immediately gueſs'd at the Reaſon of his Co- 
ming, and told him, I had not, but that I 
had bought one for a Barbadoes Lady, which 
-I had juſt then ſent to her. .: 
Free. You took Care to let him know the 
| Number. N x5 | 
E - Luc. O yes, he was very inquiſitive into 
| that, as well as the Place of her Abode 
. he did not indeed aſk much about her Perſon 
| rr „ iel 245 d omg 
| Free. And do you think Abigail will be able 
to act her Part as ſhe 2 EN. we { 
Luc. She's well inſtructed, and the Wench 
don't want good natural Parts, beſides, there; 


can't be much expected from a Lady of fo 
ſudden 


nm. abs O04 _ =» 
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fudden a Fortune, and a Weft-India Education. 
O here comes Hlvia, ſhe'll help us to laugh at 

the old Fellow, who was a Sort of Pretender 
to her Fortune too. . 


Enter Sylvia. 


| Hi Dear Lacia, I heartily congratulate you; 
* the good News of your Succeſs in the 

ttery. . e 5 a 
Luc. I thank you, Madam, but I have 
transferr'd my Right in the Ticket for a ſmall 
Time, to a Ve- India Lady, one Mrs. ;tigal 


| ”= What your Mother's Cook-Maid ? -. 
Luc. The ſame. But at — a Lady of 
Figure in a Dining-Room- Floor, with two 
Footmen, and a tawdry ſilk Mantua and Pet- 
ticoat. i 3 the Ty 
75 That muſt be a good ridiculous Sight. 
Luc. But the Scene will be much heigh- 
tend by Old Atall languiſhing at her Feet, a 
guondam Admirer of mine. 
Hl. And of mine too it ſeems. I think no- 
thing can be more juſt than to puniſh ſuch a 
mercenary Wretch, who would impoſe on 
others. f 5 "Wi 
Freem. Then, Madam, I hope, fince you - 
think it juftice to puniſh the falſe Pretenſions 
of one worthleſs Man, you think it equally ſa - 
to reward the real Merit of another. 
Hl. I can't help admiring the conſtant: 
Friendſhip you expreſs for Mr. Truelove, and 
were it poſſible for him to clear himſelf of what 
has been alledg'd againſt him, I can't ſay I 
ſhould be Ir 0 
| a 


erſul for Truth and Sincerity. 


„ 5 4 | — 
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a fc We of endeavouring at it, I have 
appoln him to meet me — a 
Freem. That, Madam, is acting like the 
Woman of that good Senſe, my Friend has 
ever deſcribed you to be; I don't at all doubt 
of his removing every Suſpicion of any Thing, 
that may in the leaſt ſully his Honour or his 


Reputation. 


Euter Truelove. 


Truel. The Happineſs you allow me, Ma- 
dam, of this Meeting, will, I hope, be a 
Means to put a Stop entirely to thoſe Appre- 
henſions you have been wrought on by the 
Artifices of. my Enemies, to entertain againſt 
Hl. Certainly Mr. Traelove is beſt acquaint- 
ed with himſelf, and the Cauſe of thoſe Ap- 
prehenſions. | 7 6 

Truel. Madam, I am ſatisfy'd I have no 
Cauſe to dread any of your Frowns from Ju- 
ſtice, were not Falſhood and Malice too pow- 


Hl. The Man has but little to hope from 
the Juſtice of his Miſtreſs, who makes an Of- 
fering of a Heart, that has been made a Com- 

liment of to half the Town before ; and the 
oman, no doubt, has a great deal to expect, 
whoſe Fortune is look'd upon as her only 
Merit, and which is before-hand diſpos'd of 
— _ different Purpoſes againſt her own 

3 W 
Luc. I am afraid, Madam, you want a 
Moderator in the Diſpute between yon; 1 
was in Hopes you had ſuch Proofs of Mr. 
. ruelove's 


— * - 
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Truelove's being abuſed, as would have pre- 
vented theſe long Harangues, by which I know 
you do not intend to mean any Things . 
Fete. Ay, ay, Madam, yield to the Convi- 
| 78 of Love and right Reaſbn, tis a greater 
lory, than to hold out ina bad Cauſe. 
Hl. As I would not be thought ſo eaſily 
won, as ſome People may imagine, ſo; nei- 
ther would I de obſtinate in maintaining an 
Ill Opinion of a Perſon who is Guiltleſs, and 
able to clear his Character; but as I fear that 
is impoſſible; you muſt excuſe me if 1 tell 
u, Sir, your Abſence ſor the Future, will 
e the greateſt Favour you can do me. 
T1 — That, Madam, is the fevereft Sen- 
tence you can pals up6n me, but I am not 
without Hopes, twill be revok d when yo 
vouchſafe to hear my Defence. Nag 
oy Are you not married to another ? _. 
Truel. You have been told ſo 1 know, Mas + 
dam, in a Letter, of which that is a Copy, 
[Give a Letter.) as theſe are of ſeveral others 
you have recei CGG. are, 
Hl. Ha! this looks like T i 7 
—— — — all ar _ —_ 
to that were fent me from ſo many di 
ferent Hands ? . 
Trueloue They came indeed, Madam, from 
different Hands, but were all the Prodnce of 
one Cabal: thus, Madam, you ſee how you 
have been won upon to torture the moſt diſin · 
teteſted Paſſion, by Stratagems, which none burt 
the moſt affiduous Lote could be abte to dev 


tet. | 
Sl. By what Means did you mike yourſelf 
. ä Tuc. 


* 


* 
* 
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Truel. To tell you that, Madam, were to 
let you into a blacker Scone of their Contri- 
vance, which was to ſhare of your For- 
tune among themſelves, and to make a Sacri- 
tice of you to MatchalPs Son; I am indebt 
for this Information, to the good Services of 
my Friend here, whoſe Worth has not only 
been acknowledged, and rewarded by this La- 

dy, but, thro? her Generoſity, ſhe put it in his 
Power alſo to diſcover the ill Intentions of 
W 6 
Luc. If ſhe was my Mother, Sir, I ſhould 
think myſelf obliged in Duty, at leaſt, not to 
diſcover her Frailties, tho I might not ap- 
prove of them. PEER AS Dry” 
— 1 How, Mrs. Matchall not your Mo- 
Luc. No, Sir, I have long wiſh'd for an 
Opportunity to diſclaim the Kindred, and now 
Fortune has put it in my Power, I hope it 
will be no leſs to your Satisfaction than my 
Free. For Heaven's Sake, Madam, what 
do the Miſtery of theſe Words import! 
Luc. J hope, too, it. will be no Bar, Ma: 
dam, [to Sylvia] to Mr. Truelove's Pretenſi: 
ons to you, if in the firſt Part of the Account. 
I — of myſelf, I claim the Relation of a 
Siſter to him. , . 
Truel. How! this is moſt amazing indeed! 

Luc. You may remember, Sir, tho* v 
young, our Father Sir Charles 7. ruelove, ha 
befides yourſelf, an Orphan Daughter, to 
whom, (our Mother being dead,) his ſecond 
Wife proved a moſt inveterate Enemy; at ten 
Vears old ſhe diſpos d of me to this Matcha!l, 
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to breed up as her own; my Father dyin 
ſoon after, and you being then in France, 
_Shought twould be to little Purpoſe to make 
*complaint to one, whoſe ill Uſage I had to 
well N ore. gow 

| Truel. Go on, I am all Wonder and Atten: 
tion. 2 8 | : 

Luc. Tho? I have ſo long conceal'd myſelf 

from your Knowledge, yet you may judge of 
my natural AﬀeRion by the Services I have 
all along endeavour'd to do you with this La- 


dy: and now Fortune has put me above a pre- 


carious Dependance, I believe- you will not 
bluſh at my owning ſo near an Affinity to 


you. a 
Tiruel. Bluſh, no, I am prouder to be allied 


to thee, for the Vertue you have ſhewn, even 


under ſo bad an Example, as that vileſt of 
Women Matchall, than ad Providence trip- 


led the Fortune ſhe has ſo lately beſiow'd up: 


on you. | 
ree. My deareſt Friend . 
Truel. Say Brother, for ſo my deareſt Lucia 


I hope Do to make you. And now, Ma-. 


dam, [o 7 via, ] I hops you too will own the 
Services of my new Siſter, who has diſcover'd 
thoſe Secrets, which if you do not think/ſuffi- 
cient Proofs of my Innocence will at leaſt free 


you from ſo dangerous a Correſpondence. 


Hl. 1 do own them, Sir, as Services, and 


can no longer conceal the Regard I have for 
vou; even when my Credulity was moſt won 
upon by the Practices of theſe baſe Creatures, 
I could not help wiſhing the Calumnies that 
were thrown on you were untrue; and fince 
you have given me ſo conyincing-a Proof that 


ther 
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þ Surpriling, will give us its Share o 
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they — 112 1 65 my Heart as an Amends 
| jury 1 have ſo long done you 
ca wad _ 7 now, Madam, to embr 
ou as a Siſter too. [Lv. and ' Lucia ſame] 
his is a moſt ſtrange Diſcovery. 


Freem. And here comes another if not ſo 
f Diverſion 


D Enter Atall leading Abigal Scewer in a | very 
tau Dreſs. ' 


Atall. 8 and Ladies I could Ge 
think my Nuptials with the Divine Mrs. Sewer 
were compleated till I had receiv'd your Con- 
| — with your Pardon in 2 
c. 
* 'Give you Joy, Mr. . give you 
be you defign to make 72 
Hadan, the Lady's perſonal Accom- 
ae ſeem to deſerve it as much as hey 
'Fortune 
Ab. Lord, Madam how can you malte 
Game of one ſo? 1 really think it is the beſt 
Way to put the Gentleman out of his Pain at 
once. | 
”  $ What does my precious Dear ſay? 
Fruel. Say! Why ſhe means that ſhe'll make 
For as good a Wile as if ſhe had really the 
Fortune you expected. | 
Ab. That 1 will indeed, my Dear, I'll take 
ſpecial Gare: in the Management of your Af. 


fairs, eſpecially in the Kitchen; and for Fri- | 


caſees, Borg, us, Haſhes, Puptons, — 
Soups and Sauces, I won't turn my 
on Ser a Women: Cook ir ths Kingdom, — 
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At. What the Devil is the Meaning of al! 
this ? If ſhe had really the Fortune * „ 

ed ! why has the not the great Prize then? 
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Luc. No, indeed Sir, that happened to be a 
Miſtake. The Plot you laid for me, in Hopes, 
of Setting it, is turn d upon yourſelf, 
At. Very well, Madam, I underſtand Law; 
T'll indi& both you and your Mother for this, 
at the Ola. Baih, and then ſee what - your Jeſt 


will come to. [Exit Atall. 
Freem. Follow him, Abigal, you may bring 2 | 
him to a good Settlement at leaſt. * 2 — 


Alb. Well, let him talk of Law, I am fa- 
_ tisfy'd I have it on my Side — !] thank you, 
4 0 a no — Pll warrant 
| e the mo im, igal goes out. 
All. Ha! ha! ha. m b 2 N 
Truel. I muſt contradict the Opinion of ſomg _ - 
Philoſophers who hold that all our own Plea- 
ſures ariſe from the Follies or Misfortunes of 
others, for I now think myſelf ſo compleat in 
my own Happineſs that I have no Reliſh for 
the Diſappointment of a Wretch who well de- 
ſerv'd the Ill that has befallen him. 125 


o baſe Deſigns a while ſucceſsful prove, 
To ſprint Pleas of Care y 
Some kmadly Fortune undecerves the Fair, 

And ſhews to her Contempt the fatal Share, 
Then her own Boſom takes the Lover's Part, 
And generouſly pays him Heart for Heart. 
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